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Confessional of wtthnvbr^ 



CHAP. 1. 

» 

What a state is guilt, 
*Vfhen every thing alarms it ! 'like a sentinel 
Who sleeps upon his watch, it* wakes in dread, 
Even at a breath of wind. ~ > Haya&Dw 

X HE accustomed revelry of intempe-' 
ranee bad closed the dangers of a success- 
ful enterprize, and most of the banditti 
had reeled to fheir several couches, when 
Montauban, less inebriated, quitted the 
council-hall. As he ascended the stair* 
case leading to his own chamber, a figure 
glided swiftly past him, whispering as h 
irou it. a fled 
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• • . . » 

fled — " Montauban, repent!" His eyes 
caught the form, and the glance paraly- 
zed every nerve ; the light fell from his 
hand, far it was shrouded in the cloak 
and scapular of a religious order, and in- 
stantly recalled to his guilty mind the 
abbot St. Theodore and the confessional of 
Valombre. Dead to every exertion, his 
knees shaking with fear, and his eyes 

» 

closed, though in darkness, he stood in 
expectant horror, when the voice again 
repeated — "Montauban, repent ! the mur- 
derer- wqy type for pardon ! " No groan, 
jk> sjgh escaped him; sepsation, life* 
alike receded, and. he fell from the siim- 
jni t of the stairs. 

» • * 

. Of what materials the ghostly advise* 
was composed, we will not attempt to 
delineate; but humanity was certainly 
not banished the catalogue; for though 

he 
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he neither spirited him from the dark 
passage into the contrasting comfort of 
his own apartment, nor healed the bleed- 
ing wound in his temple, still he alarmed 
the slumbering Randolphe, and summon* 
ed to the aid of the prostrate Montauban 
the timely assistance of his own associates. 
Borne to his chamber, animation re- 
stored, his wo«nds dressed, and his bruises 
examined, still the cheering rays of the 
light, and the more cheering presence of 
Randolphe, banished not the appalling 
counsel of the monk. " Montauban, re- 
pent!" breathed in every :echo; and 
where'er he turned, the spectre-image- 
seemed to glide. Writhing with pain, 
scorched with fever, and tortured by the 
wild flights of delirium, his ravings be- 
came unceasing; but Theodore's name 
sounded in each low appeal ; and ever J*** 
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the transient indications of returning 
reason, he called upon him, he solicited 
his presence, then whispered — " Mine's 
the power of reparation !" 

It was on the second night of Mont- 
auban's illness, when Memory, armed 
with her scorpion stings, recalled the 
past, and checked the approach of sleep, 
when restless, languid, his aching eyes 
rolled round fhe chamber, and his op- 
pressed and tortured heart envied the 
trance which steeped the senses of Ran- 
dolphs that he heard his name thrice 
whispered.; it seemed the call of death— 
the dreaded summons to eternity. The 
power of speech was blasted ; not a 
shriek, nor e'en a groan, escaped him ; 
fear froze each effort, and palsied every 
Jimb. " Montauban" it softly murmur- 
ed, " Montauban, repent!" and then the 

* block, 
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clock, chiming the last quarter after mid- 
night, deadened each lesser sound ; and 
then the door slowly opening, disclosed 
the blackened shadow of the monk : the 
cawl was closely drawn ; yet did fancy, 
piercing its thickened folds, picture the 
marbled features of St. Theodore, Even 
in the earth would the appalled Montau- 
ban have shrunk — even with the most 
abject slave would he have changed con- " 
ditions: power could not aid him now— 
.riches could not chase the harrowing 
sight ; hell seemed to open to his view, 
and its sulphureous gulph yawnpd ready 
to receive him: he durst not call on 

» 

Heaven, for Heaven's high ordinations 
had he violated; he could not call on 
death, for death was the passport to eter- 
nal torture; and yet his trembling lips - 
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framed, midst the conflict of his soul, m 
something like a prayer. 

The monk advanced; with slow and 
measured step he crossed the chamber, 
and at the bed's foot paused—" Montau^ 
ban," he solemnly articulated, " Morav- 
ian, repent ! purge the felt stain of skk, 
and live hereafter !" He threw his tunic 
back — he bared his skeleton arm-*- 
" Montauban" he continued, " view weM 
these shrunken. tinaxs, once, like thine, dip* 
ped, dyed in blood; Heaven has washed the 
stain} and Mercy smiles acceptance.— +Me- 
pent! Montauban, repent!" 

Deep and unbroken was the stillness 
which succeeded ; yet the monk moved 
not ; motionless he stood/ his head bend- 
ing towards the earth, his hands crossed, as 
though in deep communion. 

Appalling 
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Appalling is the influence of consci- 
ence : though life and animation rallied 
to the heart of Monteuban,' still was he 
chained in breathless attention ; he could 

• 

siot question what he feared to hear — he 
could *vot solicit what anticipation pic- 
tured. 

* • 

The confessional of Vatomhre resoJved 
the visitation ; for to the shrouded deed 
was the mysterious injunction assigned. 
Time had been, when ' he could have 
sought, he could have wooed elucidation; 
but now, passive/inactive, all energy, fdl 
spirit failed, for the courage Nature bad 
given, guilt had Wasted. Bitter was the 
sigh which the figure breathed-, W, witfi 
noiseless step, he retreated towards the 
door ; and then again he pronoCmcfcd— 
" Repent! Montauban, repent V* .and. yn- 
»ished # 

% 
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It seemed as the quick transition from 
death to life, from the dense vapours of 
a fetid atmosphere, to the pure ether of 
unclouded space; the voice, the powers 
of Montauban returned ; he started, he 
called on Randolphe; but Randolphe 
slept too sound to heed his feeble efforts. 
Again the bandit sank upon his pillow ; 
and though his eyes, as the lone bird m 
by the serpent's fascination drawn, rested 
on the opened ^door- way, no more in 
shrouded vision did the spectre-monk fill 
jgp the space; yet the deep accents of 
.bis voice could not in blank oblivion 
die ; his ear re-echoed back the fearful 
admonition which, like a death-peal, 
struck upon his heart — " Like mine/' he 
articulated, as Memory's faithful hand 
opened the page of past existence, " like 
mine, dipped, dyed in blood. Ermfe* 

sende/' 
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sende," and a transient glow of love 
thawed the iced horror of his cheek, 
€i Ermissende, did the arm which vowed 
to guard thee blast all thy sweetness ? — 
Unhappy partner of illicit love ! dear, 
first exciter of transporting passion !" 

Here might we dive at once beneath the 
veil, and read the hidden source of ac- 
tion ; but policy, checking the truant 
flights of Fancy, dips her spunge into the 
Lethean stream, and quick erases the 
transcript of Montauban's contrition. 
No, gentle lady, 'tis for thee to extend 
the grant of patience, nor close the page, 
because the uncloaked truths are not 
here recited. The morning's sun chased 
Dot the gloomy horrors of the night ; 

« 

for the cramped soul, by sin enchained, 

feels not the gladsome influ^ace of revi- 

IT? b5 ving 
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ving aatttre, but sickens midst creation"* 
burst of praise. 

Steep frightened, banished, Montau- 
ban watched the rising orb of day ; he* 
saw the earth's blue mists roll before hi? 
effulgent strides, and the wrapt landscape, . 
starting out of darkness, live; he saw the 
towering pines bend to the passing breeze> 
and the rude outline of prospect-closing- 
mountains glow with innumerable tints ; 
yet not for one moment did he forget 
his ghostly Visitant — not for one moment 
did his ear lose the appalling sound of 
Montmibm, repent. Called upon, as it 
were, from the grave, his health debiii- : 
tated, and his nerves unstrung, what but 
reparation coirtd atone for past enormi- 
ties, and reparation alone pointed to the 
absent Theodore—-" Yes| he must &e 
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summoned !" exclaimed Montsuban, x 
his eyes again shrunk from the opened 
do or* way ; " this day, this hour he mlist 
be recalled !" 

" Who?" demanded Randolphe, start- 
in ^ from slumber. 

You must fly !" pursued the bandit, 
raising himself upoh his elbow, and seiz- 
ing the arm of the robber, " Ratwioiphe, 
you must fly from Vermandots ; you must 
trace the* footsteps of Theodore, and 
quick conduct him hittoer.* 

Randolphe muttered some indistinct 
response ; and was again sinking to For- 
getfuJnesS, when Monta*iba«, with a tran- 
sient exertion of strength, rudely shook, 
him, and sternly bade him rise. The rob~ 
ber grumbled ; yet he stood at Hie bed- 
-side of the chief, 

. f ' This night has been a night of hor- 

b6 ror! ,> 
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ror !" exclaimed the shuddering Montau- 
ban. 

" Meaning/' said Randolphe, smiling 
significantly, " it has been a night of 
dreams." 

" Could a dream have opened yon 
door ?" interrogated Montauban. 

t€ Not a dream," replied the robber, 
"but the wind." 
* Montauban shook his head. 

" 'Tis high time/' pursued Randolphs 
u we returned to the cavern : by the 
mass ! if we tarry here much longer, .we 
shall, bury all our courage in the ruins." 

" My courage is unshaken," warmly 
observed Montauban ; " cope me with 
human strength, and I shrink not from 
4he conflict." 

" True/' said.Randolphe, smiling iron- 
ically, " there you meet your match ; 

but 
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* 

but in a battle with the devil, a man stands 
but a poor chance." 

" Your jest is misplaced," sternly re- 
joined Montauban. " This night has 
pointed out one tract of duty, which my 

feelings enjoin ; — this past night " 

" What of the opened door ?" inter- 
rupted Randolphe. 

Montauban shuddered; then, with a 
deep and hollow groan, resumed — " Ere 
yon rising sun has tinged the tops of the 
mountains, you must be beyond the pine- 
forest; Randolphe, you must hasten to- 
Iairenvilte Abbey — you must seek the 
wanderer, Theodore." 

" Aftd what must I tell him ?" ques- 
tioned the robber. 

/' Tell him/' repeated the chiefs mu- 
sing ; but imagination wandered, and all 
alike was lost ; his eyes were fixed on the 

opposite 
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opposite passage, and his band was pres- 
sed upon his forehead. 

" Must I say 'tis illness?*' resumed 
Randolphe, " or fright ? or the fancied - 
vision of the night ? o r ■ ■ ■" 

ft Fancied!* 9 interrupted Montauban. 

Cf What else ? ? * demanded Randolphe. 

ct Question me not/' said Montaitban ;. 
" fly to Lurenville Abbey, and recall- 
Theodore." 

But when, in conformity to his order, 
Randolphe quitted the chamber, he would; 
have bade him tarry, had not shame check- 
ed the effort ; fear subdued every power 
of exertion, fear filled his fevered brain? ■* 
with a thousand images. * In vain he ar~ I 

gued with his feelings, in vain he mourn- 
ed the lapse of courage; every passing. 
sound was magnified into some porten- 
tous omen; and When the intersecting 

shadow 
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shadow of the pin£$, bending to the 
freeze, transiently darkened the cham- 
ber, the shrouded outline of the monk 
was again conjured into being. Such 
was the effect of fear on his deeply-dis- 
ordered mind, that the fever of delirium 
returned ; and when Randolphe entered 
the apartment, he found him yielding to 
all the wild wandering of frenzied irra- 
tionality ; yet wps the name of Theodore 
pronounced with anxiety and eagerness ; 
and in each momentary flash of reason, 
his desire to behold him more apparent. 
Trembling for the safety of their .chief, . 
for guilt often links the chain of unani- 
mity, and establishes, even in minds de- 
praved, the strong cement of interest* 

• * 

the troop courted each promise of alle- , 
viation. They remembered that Mont- 
auban had often, by daring exploits and 

unshaken 
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unshaken courage, led them op to victo- 
ry, that he had shared each hardship, and 
oft neglected self, to aid a wounded com- 
peer; and now that he was disabled,^fal- 
len, a prey to weakness and imagined 
terrors, they felt upon humanity a claim, 
which honour might have sanctioned. 
Randolphs in search of Theodore, was 
dispatched from Vermandois ; and while,, 
vainly conjecturing the interest which 
yoked the fates of the bandit and our 
hero, he pursued his toilsome path, Mont- 
auban, from the rough uncourtly hands, 
of his associates, experienced a solicitude, 
an eager anxious attention, which might 
have graced a juster cause. 
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CHAP. 11. 

11 Too late Repentance comes not! 
E'en on the bed of death, when spectre fear, 
Dip'd in the gall of poisoned memory, 
Peoples the gloom, she caime the fever'd start, 
And sooths the anguisb'd foul ; ebe whit peri pray V) 
And ae the balmy dew from Heav'n descends, 
Moistening Nature's parch'd and burning bosom, 
So does she tooth the guilt-seer'd mind, and gild 
The evening with the ray of mercy ." 

The tapers gleamed upon the death-cold 
face, the requiem for peace had died 
away, yet still audibly sounded the sobs 
of the sisterhood. They were assembled 
around the bier of the departed Lau- 
rette; their hands were still clasped, their 
hearts were still elevated in prayer ; yet 
did the last mournful moments linger, 
and mock each effort at composure ; yet 
did the anguished struggles of. feature, 
. : the 
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the piteous supplication for mercy, dwell 
upon the ear, and baffle the appeal for 
resignation. Long drooping beneath 
the endurance of severe penance, lon^ 
the despairing victim of remorse, the suf- 
fering Laurette, shrinking from the voire 
of comfort, from the alleviations of sym- 
pathy, had courted the woe of solitude, 
and the mortifications of restriction. 
Gradual had been the approach of disso- 
lution ; yet the spirit bumbled not with 
the flesh ; she felt the rapid inroads of 
disease; yet with that inconsistency 
which had ever marked her character, did 
she firmly resist the exordiums of the 
raolher-superidt. 

It was at the close of devotion, in 
which, with more than usual fervour, she 
had joined the psalmody of the sisters, 
that supported by the arm of Louisine, 

she 
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she repaired to her favourite avenue of 
cypress in the garden : the moon \vas 
slowly rising, and the dark clouds, gather- 
ing o'er her disk, ever and anon eclipsed 
hfer brightness. The dark eyes of the 
nun were fixed upon it; her veil was 
thrown back, and as the softened tint re- 
flected on her features, it gave them an 
expression of more 4 than usual sadness ; 
she seemed lost in self-communion — she 
seemed revising the " deeds of other 
years/ 9 and courting the gnawing canker 
melancholy; and when Louisine gently 
chided the indulgence, she started, and 
heaved a sigh of the most bitter sorrow. 
■ " Let us return/ 4 implored Louisine; 
".sister, the dew ris^s, and the languor of 
debility demands caution." 

Laurette smiled — " Dost think/* she 
faintly murmured, " caution can repair 

the 
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the ravages of remorse ?— dost think it 
ran bind the bleeding wounds of memo- 
ry! or heal the anguish of a breaking 
heart ?" 

" No, but it can restore health/' said 
Louisine, " and lengthen tire salutary 
years of penance." 

" My years — my days — my hours are 
drawing to a close," solemnly rejoined 
the nun ; " soon will the casual step press 
upon my grave, nor mark, e'en with a 
sigh, where my remains shall moulder. 
Alas ! as I have lived unblessed, so shall 
I die unmourned." 

" Not unmourned — not unpitied," ex- 
claimed Louisine; and the starting tear 
fell unchecked upon her bosom ; u com- 
passion will note ever the silent resting- 
prtace, and prayer will humbly plead the 
dawn of mercy/' 

The 
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The nun breathed a shuddering sigh"; 
she raised her clasped hands to Heaven, 
then, drawing her veil over her Face, - 
paused irresolute. Suddenly she grasped 
the hand of Louisine, and pointed to the 
silver moon—" There no secrets are hid/' 
she articulated, " there our deeds are re- 

A 

gistered. Weak girl ! you know not the 
•wretch for whom your prayers would 
crave — you know not the damning deed 
which presses on her soul V Louisine 
shuddered, for still the heavy hand of the 
nun rested on her arm ; and though her 
features were hid, her voice, her action, 
betrayed her feelings — " Louisine, can 
the busy instigator of murder hope for \ 
peace ?" she continued — " can tears wash 
away the stain of blood ? — can remorse 
vfind favour in the sight of Heaven ?" 
** We are told atonement never comes 

too 
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too late/'* replied Louisine; " we are 
told th^t reparation— -i-" 

« Then am I lost/' fearfully interrupt- 
ed the nutt, iC for reparation is not mine 
to give ; the grave is shut against it ; I 
felt no mercy— -I showed no mercy— \ 
told him not to spare one life ; bow then 
can I ask for mercy ?*' 

" Sister, fly to the feet of our holy 
mother/' urged Louisine; t€ tell her. your 
heart is changed — tell hsr " 

" Yes, yes, it is changed, Heaven 
knows it is changed/' again interrupted 
Laurette ; t€ for I have lived to bless the 
hand which tore me from evil ; once I 
cursed him — cursed my husband! Ah, 
'tis a sad story ! but now, at the altar's 
foot, I bless and pray his pardon/' 

u Surely," softly observed Louisine, 
V confession would alleviate the woes of 

memory 
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memory — would lighten the pent-up 
Jieart." 

Laurette started, not in anger, neither, 
as heretofore, did contempt or scorn give 
ppint to her reply ; she meekly crossed 
her hands upon her bosom, as she arti- 
culated-— u Our awn efforts be our chief 
reliance ;" then taking the arm of her 
young companion, she proceeded a few 
paces; but suddenly pausing— " What 
penance can man award/ 1 she demanded, 
** which my stricken heart has not ex- 
ceeded ? — Hav« I for years known joy, 
or relaxed my care-worn features with 
the smile of cheerfulness ? — have I not 
foresworn all intercourse which could ] 

as&uage ?— have I not torn from rest the 
salutary balm of oblivion $k— What more, 
to appease the wrath eternal, can man 

enjoin 
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enjoin — what more, to mortify the flesh, 
can the spirit sanction ?" 

€t True/' said Louisine; " and yet, 
lister, the sacred tenets of faith should be 
duly practised. How can we be said to 
die in Christian charity, when perversely 
we reject all counsel, and despise all 
succour?" 

" Lead me to the confessional," said 
the nun, musing; " I will acknowledge 
all— not "one transgression shall be hid; 
I will say that I was vain, credulous, un- 
grateful, an apostate to my vows, a 
wretch devoid of humanity and honour. 
Ah, innocent happy girl 1 yoij^too shall 
have reparation — you——" 

" Me!" interrupted the astonished 
louisine ; " sfy ter, you have never harm- 
ed me." 

« Jesi* 
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" Jesu Maria !" articulated the nun, 
dropping the beads of her rosary, u lie- 
ver harmed you ! I have poisoned your 
hopes — murdered your parepts-r-blasied 
your inheritance. — Oh !" with a convul-t 
si ve sob, u neiier harmed you V* 

" Yau rare decehied," wid £ouisine ; 
" poverty is my inheritance : my father 
Jives ; and for ray hopes » » >" 

" 'Tis false ! " interrupted sister Lau- 
jette, with all her wonted fierceness f 
€C Vermandois bribed too hjgh-r-^MantaiM 
Ifcn's dagger, was unerring," 

" Vermandois !'• echoed the tueihbttng 
girl, for the words of the marchioness da 
JLurenville recurred to memory, and filled 
her mind, with suspicion and dre^d. 

" Do you . know Aim ?" eagerly de« 
jnanded the nun. 

Vqjc. xv. o |f No/' 
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« ** No/' hesitatingly answered Loui- 
sine ; <c but I know ■" 

"What do you know?" again burst 
from the lips of the nearly-convulsed 
Laurette. 

" Alas ! I |||pw nothing/' mournfully 
replied L^uisine ; " mine is but wild sor- 
tnise~*-isbfut 4 & shapeless dream/' 

" Give that dream expression," im* 
plored the nun ; " tell me your thoughts 
-? — tell me what brought you hither — tell 

♦ 

me the secret, the imperious source of 
action?" 

- u Alas:! you are so wild, or else " 

faltered Loui sine. 

€t Heed not my wildness," said the nun, 
grasping her arm with shuddering horror. 
*' Teli me your knowledge of Verman- 
dois?" 

. -Violent 
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Violent were the emotions of sister 
I&urette, as Louisine recited the little 
tal^ of her sorrows; but when she heard, 
that even at the altar's foot, the disco- 
vered miniature of her mother had chan- 
ged pretended passion into insatiate rage 
and dire revenge, conviction seemed to 
press upon her mind, and freeze the vital 
current at her heart. Long, with statue- 
like apathy, did she stand, unmoved by 
impartutiity or remonstrance; her fea- 
tures marbled as though in death, lost to 
the transient flush of animation; and 
when thought and exertion returned, 
her first demand was to behold the pic- 
ture — her first effort to extend her hand 
to receive it — f f Lead me to the confes- 
sional;" she again implored; " this is no 
ideal vision— this is no sudden start of 
fancy/' Her eyes were fixed upon the 

c 2 little 
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little image, and her Whole form became 
convulsed — " Lead me to the :Confes-» 
sional; be quick, or the power, of rep&n 
ration will be lost ; death will not tarry ; 
be quick, or injustice triumphs." 

" Sister, yon waver/' said Lon^sine, 
softly essaying to steal the miniature 
from sight; but the mm more firmly 
grasped it ; and as she raised her skeleton 
hand to her burning forehead—" No,no/ ? 
she quickly rejoined, 4€ I do not waver ; 
stt is registered here ; this is but the paint* 
ed shadow of her 1 have wronged. Lead 
pie to the confessional, and I will make 
reparation ; I will blazon the tale of your 
injuries — I will bid our holy mother es* 
pouse the cause of the -orphan. Fear 
not, wronged girl, you shall be avenged ! 
The murderer shall be hurled from his 
seat ; the murderer — Vermandois — your 
N uncle 
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uncle — the usurper of yoUr tights— the 
<iestroyeT of your parents. Louisine," 
panting, gasping for breath, " he, 'twas 
he, the serpent, who lured .me into. a 
-galph of sift so black, that all my former 
Whiles were white, were spotless to it." 
She pfcuied fW a moment ; then, with a* 
hurried step, pressed forward. 

'* Suffer me to support you/ 1 said Loui- 
tine* quickly pursuing. 

The mm took her offered arm; she 
£drc«*' {( melancholy smile***" True/' 
she; articulated, ** I am weak in bddy; 
qsttefegth sfepes not with resolution; debi- 
lity and dedth presses hard; one little ek- 
%rcian/and all will be over. . This night* 
/this hour I go to the confessional; tQ- 

* 

morrow may be too late." 

" Your spirits are hurried/' said Loui- 
sitae; " perhaps*- " 
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" No, no/ 4 interrupted Laurette, stilt 
pressing forward. " Once, like the jar- 
ring elements, my heart was torn, was 
tossed by conflicting passions ; once no 
comfort, no hope, no heavenly irradia~ 
fion beamed upon my guilty mind; 
all was alike blank, desolate ; but now, 
prayer has dissipated the gathering mists 
of despair, and opened the pass to mer- 
cy, through the benefit of repentance* 
Come on, my daughter, let* us. to the 
confessional." But momentary Was the 
flash of strength, transient the effort of 
exertion; her limbs trembled; and ere 
she reached the extremity of the elois- 
.ters, weakness compelled her to stop, and 
cling for support even to the feeble arm 
ofLouisine. : 

" You are ill, sister," softly observed 
the alarmed girl. " Tarry in, peacje till 
to-morrow/' " To* 
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" To-morrow!" interrupted the shud- 
dering Laurette; " who knows upon 
whom to-morrow's sun may dawrt ?" and 
then, as though conscious of the short . 
limitation of her existence, she again at- 
tempted, to advance. 

It was long, and with many pauses, 
ere she reached the presence of the su- 
perior ; but life, almost expired, yielded 
fo the struggles of fortitude, and terrify- 
ing was the swoon which steeped her 
senses. Unresisting,: borne as though al- 
ready dead, shef was conveyed to her cell j 
*nd when again animation and: memory 
returned, her eyes sought out the weep-* 
jngXouisine, and h$r;lips articulated-—; 
u Reparation/* Gradual was the , ap- 
proach of dissolution; httt though her 
limbs were cold and powerless, -her mind 
lost not its/ strength apd action* §he 

c * cowld, 
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ceftld, she did revise the. past ; she could 
dwqll with regret on the early deeds of 
km? and camion the gay and unthink- 
ing against each lapse of error; but she 
paused not there-— she courted the aflevi* 
ating balm of confession ark* lrhp\$tt&> 
with meek hitmility, the prayer* of the 
sisters. Every wish complied with, every 
fear siterieed, the cell cleared, am) the 
priest admitted, long and unbroken tot 
the sacred conference ; no sin was teft 
tintold, no mystery unravelled. The 
heart lightened, the >mo& at d»e, grasps 
ing at the absolving cup of salvation, the 
contrite, the dying Laarette, in the for* 
giving spirit of tme piety, blessed e'ert 
the author of her guilt, and pronounced 
the balm of universal pardom 

Again surrounded by the Asters, again 
supported by the arm of Louisine, the 

' feeble 



CQNmSIONAL OF VALOMBHB. M> 

feeble glate of the taper dissolving thffe 
mid flight gloomy find the deep and mejh 
sured sob of grief mocking e'en thte 
boasted strength of endurance, the mm 
Laureite betrayed no start* of frenzy, 
breathed no expression of fear; she was 
placid, she was* Com posed, she was quick- 
ly stealing from life to death ; and as a 
calm Succeeds a storm, so did humility 

* • • 

and meek submission soften the rugged 
outline of harsh discordant passion. 
Night w&fted away, and morning, faintly 
blushing, eclipsed the taper's glare. 'The 

nun raised her heavy eyes* she fixed theti 
on the dappled dawn of day ; she saw the 
level rays of glory pierde- the eastern 
hemisphere, and heard the mountain lark 
his early tribute pay. » A smWe marked 
the expression of her features — she Yaisfcfl 
her clasped hands— she whispered, " Me£ 

c5 cy! M 
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the biuidit*—" I hare performed my duty/* 
he at length falter edfc vainly struggling to 
suppress his agitation ; u Nature heW the 
fiat clainl upon my heart* and love yield* 
td to, her decision/' 

, " Keep it/' said Montauban; a Ad smi- 
denly yielding to a new softness of feel- 
ings his arms were extended, and he 
clasped* in the ardour of fresh-awakened 
affection, the . astonished Theodore— 
" How can I recompense this sacrifice P* 
he asked. •« Strartge, wonderful being I 
how can I reward this heroic flight of 
virtue ?'* x 

v ," By renouncing the shackles of sin/* 
eagerly replied Theodore ; " by courting 
peace rn the exercise of duty. Father, 
gnre me but one blessed intimation of 
repentance, and my reward is complete/' 
Montauban, after a long pause of 

thought* 
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(hought, rejoined—*" Be your happiness 
my present care* Theodore, you shall 
fefurn to Lurenville Abbey— you shall 
become the husband of the lady Juliette/^ 
Ah ! what joy, what rapturous exultation 
pervaded the heart, danced in the eyes* 
glowed upon the cheek of Theodore ! yet 
short was the trance of bliss — " Never," 

4 

burst from his lips, as he remembered fate 
origin, as • he gazed on his father, '* no, 
never, though I love her next to Heaven/* 

" Not even to snatch her frbm misery ?* 
observed Montauban, with a smile of in* 
credulity. 

" Not selfishly to enfsure mjr own hap* 
pin ess/ 1 replied Theodore; €€ not to ran* 
som my existence, would I entail on her 
a lineage so disgraceful/ 9 

" You are mistaken/' exclaimed th^ 
bandit, with momentary pride ; then sud- 
denly 
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denly recollecting himself, he continued 
— " Theodore, prepare to depart; dan- 
ger lurks in delay ; you shall wed, yet riot 
disgrace Juliette." 

Theodorc shook his head in despqn- 
dencev 

- * 

<€ Tarry Jonger," pursued Montauban, 
** and the power to rescue will be passed. 
Vermandois seeks now his bride: aided 
by a fathers sanction, should .the altar's 
Sacred rites, . even by .force, confirm her 
his, then is she ^ost for ever." 
-...*' For ever 1"* echoed Theodore; arid 
with an elastic spring, he bounded to«i 
wards the door. . .What was danger, what 
was distance, in an Enterprise in which his 
whole heart was' centered ! To save Ju- 
liette, to snatch her from misery and woe, 

perhaps Theodore paused, Theodore 

dared not solve that perhaps; he felt he 

was 
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was human nature ; he felt that even en- 
thusiasm may be strained to too high a 
pitch. 

\ . '* Promise me/' said Mootauban, again 
recalling him, u when you have delivered 
thit ^ papiatv- when you have traced its 
effect — when you know tfcje lady Juliette 
in Sufejy, .to return to'Vermandois. ^.Stay 
not to answer the idle questioijts of cu«* 
odnputooatke not Jhe secret hpjd I hav? 
Vkpdtt y 4 f>ur. dirty; Neither let the sigh of 
love betray your hklden interest. Sy?r 
picion; t*g?*) difeppeip tfed . passion, may 
WCH^:tyithr:lfafl4ty fat* [the hzjnd, $f iU? 

dtfke* jfly, JUkPi' # toor:;»uAr threat,; <w 
treacherous entreaty, to withhold you." . 
. " Wbitf, em he- suspect ?" demanded 
.Theodore* vainly, seeking to solve th* 
motives of Montauban, . 

" No 



4 
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u No matter/' replied the chief; " pro* 
tnise all I require; promise to return 
without delay, arid then farewell !'* 

fr I do!" exclaimed the impattent 
^Thfeodore ; u once rescued frbtrt Verman* 
dois's power, not even the smile of iA*>- 
liette shall restrain me." 
. " Enough/' said Mofitauban ; and then 
tie pressed his hand in adieu; and then 
from his opened windbw he washed the 
retreating steps of the yottfh, until he 
lost him ki the pine forest. 

Theodore, with a mind mote than ever 
perplexed* formirtg a thousand incon- 
sistencies, and smiling at tlte wild flights 
of uncurbed fancy, retraced the path he 
bad so recently trodden ; sometimes, with 
bonder, muling on the influence which 
the bandit assumed o'er thejgtiofrs of 

the 



^ 
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the duke de Vermandois-i and somfetimea 

» 

gazing on the sealed paper he conveyed, 
till doubt almost banished probability. 

We will not tend the wearied footsteps 
of our hero, neither will we note the 
tocky"rt*>6k irt which exhausted Nature 
sought th* renovation of fepose; but 
will quick eotivey hint to the eoitagfe 
bordering the domain of the marquis de 
Lurenville, the cottage whteh had before 
been hfo habitation, and which the fairy 
artist, delusive Lowe, had eternalized Oft 
memory. 

The tnohving was resplendent, the sun 
shone on the surrounding scenery, and 
burnished, with golden lustre the distant 
panes of the abbey. Theodore's eyes 
were fixed upoft them ; Theodore's 
thoughts tooi|Htfc, and quick conveyed 
him to the jxraserice of Juliette. The 

downy 



*v 
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downy cheek of beauty agairt glowed witk 
the radiant tint of modesty ; the heaving 
bosom, the averted eye, again whispered 
the soft confession of long-cherisfied. in- 
terest. His hand rested on the little wic- 
ket opening to the garden, yet could he 
not raise the latch ; his features were iL» 

# 

lumined with the apparent smile of re- 
cognition^ yet was he unconscious of the 
dame's approach. 

" Jesu Maria V exclaimed the cotta- 
ger, throwing open the gate, " how uiv- 
lucky !° Theodore started. * " Had you 
come but ten minutes sooneh you had 
seen the profession !" v y • 

" What procession ?**&gerly demands 
ed the youth* v -. 

u To be sure/' pursued the dame, re- 
gardless of the question, * € it looked lit- 
tle like a wedding,, for the lady Juliette's 

cheeks, 



=1 
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the^ks, the Virgin bless her ! were as 
white as her bridal garments ; and the 
dukei^r" 

- "'The lady Juliette!'' interrupted, the 
nearly-frantic Theodore ; " lead me, di* 
rect me to the chapel !" and he grasped 
jthe arm of the* dame, and hurried her 
forward. 

" Holy saints \ are you ijaad?V strug- 
gling ; " why, boy, wait till the ceremony 
is over, and you. will see them^return. 
JPerhaps— "■ 

" Direct me to the chapel !" again im- 
plored Theodore; " my errand is to save 
h^r, to snafch her from misery and woe; 
Jb^itate, and life and peap* ate lost !, 'Di- 
rect : |ne*?-Have mercy — The chap$)>. the 

chapel !" . Theodore gasped for breath f 

». 

his eyes glared wildly on the dame. • * f 
" It k but a little way; be patient? 

see, 
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see, the spire peeps amid yon grove of 
trees." 

Theodore heard no more; Tvhh ort* 
bound' he sprang over the palingjjpf the 
park, and lost sight of his informer. Th* 
chapel \vfcs situated ujton a picturesque 

Island, fwtrfed by the conflux of peHtfddt 

# 

streams, which watered the domaks 
Theodore, with tread so agile, that ithe 
harebell Scarce bent beneath his pressure 
Crossed the white bridge, and pierdin£ 
the larch grove, in which the little btittcf- 
ing was embosomed, rushed up the steps, 
and pushed open the door. He paused 
not a moment,* but proceeding up the 
"aisle; sprung fro the frltar, his eyes 8*e4 
on the nearly-fainting Juliette, hte breast 
heaving almost to suffoeatioy. Already 
had the priest unfolded the page, already 
liail the duke de Verraandois seized the 

hand 
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h^d ©fiiis affiapced bride-*-" Forbear I 
forbear!" exclain^ d Thexwlore ; and 
matching the sealed paper from bis ho-? 
^qixi, he held it to Verraapdois. 

: ,^ Pi^etf!" saicMfce d^kp, -durtiiig oq 
the intruder a jingled gfcnce of. con* 
tftiftpt and rage; but that glance S^epied 
, to awakea some latent recollectioq, that 
glance as . the subduing palsy of fear, 
faded (he fly&fced tint on bis cheek, and x 
closed \n the start of hasty recognition. 
He took the paper ; he dropped the han4 
of Juliette ; he broke the seaji ; his eyes 
rati over the contents ; and then, with 
convulsive rage, hi§ lips quivering, and 
every limb shaking, he tore it into atoms, 
and scattered^ it on the pavement. 
- MitjglscP were the sensations whitfy 
crowds to' the hearts, which spoke in the 
features ftf the beholders. Joy, gtati- 

'. * . tude, 
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« * * 

tude, flushed the pale cheek of Juliette; 
while amazefnerit and displeasure rivet ted 
the eyes of the marquis. But Theodore 
dared not -express his feelings, Theodore 
daVed riot return eveirthe salutations of 
the totiht de*Montelion^ ; he could only 
hear the faltering accents of Vermandoi* 
defer the nuptial ceremony, murmur out 
" Disappointment, imperi6us circuftistan- 
ces !"- and then casting on Juliette one 
glance of fond adieu, he fltd from the 
chapel. " • ' ' 

In vain the marquis d'e Lurenville de- 
manded explanation and redress; ift vain, 
with loud and angry threats, he dwelt 
upon the insult to his honour, 'and the 
violation of the promised treaty. Ver- 
mandois strove to pacify, yet dared not 
Ijrave the secret spell upon his actions; 
he breathed the hope of clearing all the 



seeming 
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seeming mystery ; and then he sought to 
take the hand of Juliette; but Montelion<£ 
interposing, strengthened the chilling 
frown of her reluctance, by firmly decla- 
ring, until the blackening shade upon his 
honour was removed, he was his sister's 
guardian. The marquis, starting from 
his trance of thought, turned to seek the 
stranger youth; and then the flight of 
Theodore was first discovered, and then 
fresh wonder cramped the powers of ex- 
ertion. 

" Condemn me not," said Vermandois, 
as returning recollection marked out his 
tract of action.; ■" I will fly, I will clear 
this vile aspersion ; and when with fame 
unsullied I return, then be the lady Ju^ 
liette my recompence." 

" Ermissende," articulated 'Juliette* 

remembering 
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remembering thd words of the sister Lau- 
rette, and steadfastly fixing her eyes on 
the sallow countenance of the duke. 

Not the poisonous asp, which quick 
destruction threatens, could have pro- 
duced a start more palsied. The lower- 
ing gloom of smothered rage darkened 
his features; but quick recovering his 
self-command, he bowed adieu, and quit- 
ted the chapel. 

Fever did the death-doomed prisoner 
feel in the moment of reprieve a joy 
•piore fervent, a gratitude ijipre exalted, 
than glowed within the breast of Juliette. 
Led as a victim to the sacrifice, when 
tears and sighs in vain had pleaded for 3, 
father's mercy, in vain confessed the 
smothered tale of interest for another, 
she was snatched by that other, by that 
* ." being 
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being so beltfvfcd, even in the moment of • 
f^fre^ftd restored to all the bliss of hope, 
when k$ ^very spring seemed blasted. 

Different were the sensations of the 
marquis ; disappointment, rage, tnortiA* 
cation, pride* t alternately glowed upon 
hfs ch^ek, and checked the powers of ao 
lion- It was long ere even he remem- 
b^re4 the in trader, or sufficiently coir 
Iqctedhis thoughts to sift the mystery ^ 
btrt ^Vea then the effort wfc& ineffectual, 
foi* Theodore was notfhete to be found, 
a*d the precipitate departure of the duke 
dp, Verroandote left all to , conjecture, 
Stprnfy he silenced the observations of 
his family ; and struggling to assume un- 
shaken confidence, banished the outward 
appearance of doubt. Bui the evening; 
closed in new charges and new suspi- 
cions ; the evening spread a blackening 

VOL, I?. 9 shadoVT 
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•shadow Oft Vrtitlaffiictois, wfctefe' eVfcft Ae 
ptfwersof p^ejodloe ^cotil* wttxlitoijpaWi 

Pali, feeble* ^ifi' < «Mfl^flSi|pnii4t«rnbl»/ 
woutads, the aged DulMesrie parsed at flie 
gate of tteabbdy. HiM^ftand *as i©m 
see tht marquis de LureftVflle^bgt wktti * 
admitted re his pHesfcnce, fegitftt<k>tt ahd • 
interest took from him ttoe Jtfftg-doni** 
order of expression, atid he^b&td cm^ 
supplicate e*4rftaft id aFtt'Otfphah** eaftie. 
It wad Veflffafidoi* b* dfiffi*tttietfdy it itil* 
against V&mtufdo&g ptffTCr- Is* sought 

pfofcctto*, Verttamdtf % win* ted tb« 

from h*n* bis adopted <hHd, mA abv* " 
with Age ififtrtel, tittoWwefts&fe^t^ '* 
rity by thfe crime of ttuihd^. Thfc mt<* . 

rnied the aged few^pliant, " fhtt dcwftfy: . 
change ftrotn lbvs % totted stamps ft* > 
too fatal eonftmattop of my fta»*> ; V*n ; 
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mendofa bttOfiMiha* jUstioero against him. 
Cfeificci «t>tkd stourtrfbot, betrayed th* 
Iwth ofrl^ttiume^ aftd overthrew: the 
taeimiiKki cauttab of m many ypars/* 

I*attc£d ii* afttaseftmrt,. tfae iMrtfak 
fefcteed; but whttn Du Pitesis/wr ge<l d^ tt 
fl&tuKc tocripfMiae thi caw of fcoutsiti** 
hA grasped hh arm, anil quick ibesou&ht 
4n> explanation. ': • L'»-r <•— ; ; r- 

. *f! liOtaskte," tinned . thi agitated Dd 
FJftstts, * Uf ti^riglirful heinete jrf Vet* 
roandoi&i lb tbfe aigihl ^o£- Heave n^ I 
tityeafr Xaattiaiqei is ,the daughter of the 
immteredhdube! > ?Twj*f who aawdhe? 
•wtwaa'.J wfcpanatehcd Jict ifoom the upw 
ipMedhsteel, andr hid her y finrt wtii fe^r, 
till, almost parental laire> bluing ia Tnj>u&.. 
ti<je, tempted tie to veil ihe story of her 
wwgs> k$t peyw ^cmld deny die 
4gIaio), and threaten he* .with datoger. ?• 

d 2 " Eterna|r 
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. " Eternal powers ! *' exdaimed the mar* 
qiiis, raising his clasped^ haftds to • H«a* 
yen ; " Louisine— myniece^tKe^prbvi- 
den tialfy-presenred daughter of ihe mur* 
tfered Vermandois ! — Yes, she shall have 
jlistide; my interest/ my exertions, shkll 
S«ft the mystery, and restore her rights !* 
; Du Plessis sunk upon fcrs knee ; , he 
grasped the hand of the marquis, and 
bathed it with his tears-*- H As -a fathfer, 
my lord, I thank you," he sobbed, " for 
as a father, have I ever 16ved~her.? 

u Policy musf mark our proceedings/* 
said the marquis, agaiii attentively listen* 
iag to the recital ; " no expression, nor 
unguarded word must betray bur 'causer 
still within the convent of Qena Copia 
our united charge must tarry, till inquiry 
sifts each circumstance, and justice eon** 
firms the decision.* .* > '. 

"True, 



1 
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True, my lord/* replied Du Plessisv 
•The holy sanctuary of religion is the 
best, the only asylum for the lady Loui- 

* # * * 

sine; in the world, no power could avert 
the designs of treachery, or guard against 
the machinations of prosperous vice." 

^ We will away to Paris/* said the 
marquis, after a pause of reflectipn ; " $ 
few days will calm the exertions of fa« 
tigue^ and enable you to encounter th* 
undertaking/ 9 

Du Plessis sighed ; he felt that though 
age had spared the energies, yet had it 
frozen the powers of youth. In the 
cause of the wronged orphan of the ill- 
fated duke de Vermandois, he felt he 
eould act the hero's part, had not infir- 
mity reminded him man's strength and 
vigour blooms, but once. 
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CHAP. IV. 

1 _ * 

There's a Divinity that shapes our epo% . 

• .. : . ■ > r ■• ; >'■ - 

Hough hew them how we will. Shakebpeabi* 



• •<•••••• 
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The image of a wicked beiaauifofc!: ! 

MibST the jmtirtg cbftf tet of past{0R%; 
Theodore forgot no t hfe pro^ti^od retam 
to the Castte de Veftti&ndois, fdfgo* >«Dp* 
that even love was to yield submissive 

ito d«4y, forgot not that hvtrj obstacle 

« 

was to sink before the ordet of ftfontftft* 
ban; but for Onfe mofttefct did feeling 
take the reifrs > jtat'ibr ofte motoetit4ki 
hie pause M the feet «f the fcady Juliette, 
did he pttess, \vi!h ufaty&g / fentofcr, tfce 
h^ml he h^d redeems, fenid^hen, fe^fiit 
of taxing fpf titdde beyoftd 4t* utmost 
stretch, he darted down the aisle, and fled 
: .■;.•.' ". the 
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^ the, chapel * 1 He feared pursuits-he fear- 
e4 Wt\uny-rrhe; feared ideal trials ; nor 
< i'\\\ ifatencQ cloned upon the lofty 'turrets 
; of Abe afchej, did 'he feel that fatigue wilt 
j * claim cessation; then he stretched his 
- tooarieAUmteupmithe flower-fee^patigkd 
*,fterp«t, indmoM, in magic dreams, shut 
-jQttt it hci'labQvn of existence. Juliette 
v waa *hjr! tfalryrform: whkh tinged illusive 
rfdoJ^^ire tfte woodrnyjjiph who decked 
bstacailia, who tbecfadmed on to bliss-;; ^pd 
;, < vrten he.awoLe, the sm jle xrf pare delight 
ugloilredtdp his features* m ', 

.iir>iilHip/'JStfaiite*;.fiMP iAe sua, with sapid 
', stride s;iwas stealing r irora this " nether 
I tnotfAtf? arid though Jbe felt refreshed and 
armed to meet new toils/ yet did he te- 
Mgriet fheThoura of which oblivious, sleep 
. i luflaidbbed'hiiB. ; i Iprpatieqtof delay, fie 
J> jfre$acd;£qrwant and by the moon's pale 

d 4 beams, 
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beams, pursued his lonely tract. Scarte 
did the leafy boughs wave in the pas- 
sing breeze ; no sound was stirring, no 
busy hum of animated nature ; deep was 
the gloom of overhanging, craggs, and 
drear the lone aspect of the wood- 
crowned mountain. Cheered- by the 
kindly glow of hospitality, within a mod* 
built hut, Theodore shared the scanty 
pittance of a goatherd's toil; and stretched 
upon a bed; of sun-dried rushes, awaited 
but the opening day, which no sooner, 
dawning from the east, night's humid 
curtain from the heavens withdrew, than 
quick arising, he repaid with liberal 
hand the humble service of his host, and 
then resumed his journey. 

Seldom does time present afford a field 
for contemplation; it is from the past, 
or in the facility of anticipation, that 

mart 
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man exercises the faculties of his mind, 
and lightens the pang of endurance ; the 
past, stealing from care the busy thoughts, 
the future, decking with hope delusive 
pcenes of joy, which time may never 
realize. Theodore revised the .hours of 
infancy, the sports of thoughtless youth, 
the relaxation from study, the joy of 
cpm mentation, then quickly passed to 
tfee moment of emancipation, nor paused 
till within the chapel of Bena Copia, till 
witnessing the profession of the sister 
Monique. Yes, it was Juliette's soft 
image which JUed the vacuum of hist 
bnpn — it was Jove which gilded every, 
cpening dawn of fancy, and dipped in 
bliss the tissue of his future days. 
< The sun was veiled, in: clouds ; a cold 
wind blew from the east, and Nature seem* 
ed tq shrink beneath the blast, when our 
. • .j . D 5 hero, 



j 
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» * - . 

hero, descending the rugged ,/: 'W6ep; 

• ... 

prercid the pine forest, atid advanced to- 

wards the postern of VermaiwifHS. *&t 

» • - . . . 

paused tinder the battlements ^ he btet* 
<he s?griaMiorn, : btit the drawbridge *»&* 
not^ lowered ;. -solitude ami* -desdtetion 
reigned strowid; and as, a secpnd *imfe^ 
the ^mountain echoes reVfetfberfcted Ihe 
fiiriil'dat{(A),l^:heiMibiik'M aftfe'lwe^ 
iotfance. The chaih -AhledV : <he posft* 

era wa* tin barred ; Thieotfore : crefcsed in- 

* * • 

to the court-yard ; then (started^ with dfo- 
»» '.*• .* ■" • 

may and terror, at the itaarthri guarrd 

frhich barred his paksage-^* 'Holy J fifefc^ 

... .. 

ven! M he aspirated ; ata'dthcfnf 'all 'power 

« # 

of inquiry doseeTm the nataie bf-'Nf&nt- - 
auban. loud -was'the-' ^Mjiirfcf '*&feel- 
ing fterisiOD, vrvlA the flush'" of Indigent 
pride. ;• '•••-.^"V-v •' 

• " Montatfban V ' "repeal 4toi ;i t>P*h<* 

men £ 



HMisnrj r^ by th^ *«& ! ^b&«Wr b£ die un- 
«tidt Us yMutix^vhe'tt be doing more than 
-"his young follower Tor bell siv^ die ex- 
,S£tt£iohier<0Q.e office," - 
•4. Thcpdorev tottered;, -fee was sick at 
'hkativ ail ; vigour, .' ell animation fled ; 
Jscora., jdpgraee; ignomiay, pressed upop 

- trie brain, and .closed ixis every prospecf • 
;;Modtaoban, Jris father, ied aui&o death, 
'existence forfeited to outraged law, chain- 
< <ed y revi led, condemned; Monfaiibani — and 
. then a heatfy groan biirst from his la- 

- -bouring bosom ; and then amazed, be 
'. straggled to escape the sudden pressure 

.of a rude embrace; but in the eiFort, 
faised his eyes, and saw the aged, t^e 
respqcted form of father Beisoliri. Oh 
• for a limner's .art .to paint the quick ne- 
volving-H)oneements of the iooi, tandte 
the tear-fraught ' eye, the ^enraptured 

d6 smile, 
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Smile, the quick exchange of sympathe- 
tic feeling ! Fear, horror, woe, all ied, 
all yielded to grateful, to uncurbed af- 
fection. Theodore, sinking on his knee, 
clasped the hand . of his revered precep- 
tor ; nor rose, till rich in' » heartfelt be- 
nison, he hailed the returning calm of 
peace. Short was its duration. Mont- 
auban, his father, a< robber, a raurdefer, 
flashed on memory, and numerous 7 were 
his inquiries for explanation. 'Twos- 
then he learnt, by stratagem surrounded, 
many of the banditti had, m vain resist- 
ance, fallen, and that Mentauban, their 
chief, now lay expiring beneath the an* 
guish of a mortal wound. 

"'Tis sad to hear the quick despairing- 
ravings of a guilty mind/ 9 observed', fa- 
ther Betsolin, " the cries for pardon, and 
the doubts of grace." 

Theodore* 
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; Theodore, in. pious appeal, raised hts 
eyes to Heaven ; then grasping the cloak 
of the monk~" Lead me to his couch/ J 
be implored, " my instructor, my dea*, 
jny early friend ! Montauban, the fallen 
chief of a ruffian band ! Montauban 
is " He paused irresolute; then, 
with shuddering horror, concluded— 
" Montauban is my father !" 

u No, no/' exultingly exclaimed the 
monk, " not from a wretch so base are 
you descended ! not in your veins rolls 
his polluted stream of guilt and shame ! 
Long tried, long suffering, untainted by 
example, the unmurmuring victim of 
triumphant sin* you, you, St. Juiien ! — 
you, yon, the heir, the owner of Ver* 
mandois's wealth !— you— — ** Father 
Betsolin ceased, for the statue-like gaze 

of 
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«of Theodore filled him with anxiety and 

The youth breathed not, moved hot 5 
<every power appeared susp*nde4 ; and. 
when the appeals of apprehension, witefe 
itbe warm tears of friendship thawed <the 
iced feelings of his heart, bis first effort 
was to shrink from the supporting arms 
of the monk, was to foeiwHus knee, add 
imirawr outhis thanks to Heaven, not for 
Jus elevation, but for the Messed assur- 
ance that vice blackened not the record 
of a parent's memory ; then quickly ri- 
sing-—'* Ea*he*y" he said; €€ convpassioh 
chides delay ; let's to the couch of Mont- 
eubao ; yoinr prayers, your sacred funo- 
-lion may sooth bis dying pangs, whilst I, 
though not his son, -will act a wn's Jast 
duties/' 

Changed 



f ?€taaged™»t tfafoffprct. itf rfkcikU** 
teitditjipri^e arid stem ddfiaaieW) lwg*r 
spread <*feuiay> r bo Tapger mafrked Ais ac- 
•ttons: ^ »paimiig,'»cjDfcau*[«id, Dearth's feat- 
•ftd ttwof <horitars sal )entht<Mled upon 

Jfcte b«w, lcw^tBirtia^' r his.vlioK^ !fal- 
•tfMM/ sctid ;pdisqni»jg ^cratey's dread 
4i#hk ; «ttk hJw*and:ai^^frattghtviw?s. 
-Aferfin&^hward bihn, OT*fcl£-aiswtaa<*, 

«1for memory, with' galMipp'a sting, J 

•*' brought ^IwlAstL^reiinvind tiifeiu^re traded 

te»4ed!*i«d' taatafrrtWd -our hero ; b»t 
when tie felt rtbejwuwH «p&xswwre x>f ac- 

^Wld«3teVaofof«wn(tes)9iQn>;be fecofled 
.t^h'fciaiaewrdwbrttor^^d retatfwwi an* 



<o 
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ed of murder, appealed for mercy ; the 9 
waved his hand to stay the spectre monk 
— •" Away ! away, pale ghost, away !*' he 
cried ; " 'tis thou alone canst damn me:! 
Nq eye beheld the deed, no tongue cdft 
tell the story. What if the confessional 
was stained?— I 'scaped their, search. 
'Twas murder! — true, true* a brother^ 
murder -i*— Ermisseride f—- witch;! — ; eR- 
chan tress ! — devil V\. He;, paused;... then 
with a ghastly smile,, resumed — " Know 
you the signal ? Be firm* and spare sot: 
Hah !" again starting, his hands clenched,, 
and his eyes wildly distended* !"&&,/ he 
floats upon a sea of blood lUfHfell opens 
—he drives— he haunts me!: What, ha 
mercy ?* — D'Argeriton, no; mercy ?ft:-. 
- Then rising with violence, -as; tb(QUgU 
to precipitate himself' frbm the coitftfc 
the effort tore aside the bandage/ *n4<fcfe 

wounds 
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Wounds bled afresh. Long and intermit- 
ting faintings succeeded ; life feebly eb^ 
bed, and not the cheering sounds of 
pious invocation could rally the flitting 
spirit. Theodore knelt by his side ; fa- 
ther Betsolin, in meek humility, extend- 
ed the precious ensignia of his faith, and 
fervently petitioned Heaven to visit with 
mercy this wretched victim of remorse 
and guilt. 

As day declined, and night's ebon veil 
enveloped the earth's green bosom, 
Mon tati ban, with transient strength, re- 
gained once more the powers of speech 
and action : repentance and atonement 
hung upon his tongue, as his imploring 
eyes were rivetted on the form of Theo- 
dore. Ah ! how Tow was fallen the crest 
of guilt ! how humbled the lordly spirit 
which once defied subjection ! Death, 

the 
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the livelier of arrogance a#<J. pride, with 
-dart upraised, awaited but the timing 
hour, to freeze the vitfll .spark, and numb 
the struggling efforts <?f repentance 

" What is man ? M| thought Theodore, 
.as ippurnfoUy hi gpzad ,upw the expf- 
.ripg bandit~" what his wp*JdJy vkwa ? 
.—what the pointed sbrtov, expetfattaa .? 
Jim~~~" a»d then thi thread wee se- 

vered ; for then did Montaubaivwith &*d- 

.den exctoraariou, concept rate ail his 
.thoughts, 

, " lis firom "the grave be rises^n* 
4wce can shut him out-remarked you his 
visage? 'twas pale,. and stiff, and. cold. 
I tell' you, Randolphe," aad he lowered 
-his Yoitte to a whisper^ " 'twas I who- 
ntehbed him, then left the boy, and fled 
rtbe eonfemomh of ', ValombxcL Yerniaiv- 
dais loo ; but vrtet was lhat ?~~whtf a 

thousand 
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jthouaand lives to hie? —the snipe blood/' 
flhupUktflog^-*' tfae tame father— tb^ a*me 
tttrihctfl:/' Oh* {rmtaiepdc I Ermlsseadc ! 
itty beam wa* maddened by thy witchery, 
jay tfaelmgs marbled; «iy heart turned to 
ide-HErraisscnde ! Ermkrteade ! *baA deed 
^lonehafcbloejted. ho^ and bdrtced e f ea 
jfoawan against me ! " 

" Be .crtlmj: my son," aaid fethtr Jfctao- 
jft* ; .'SrepfearMoe, nfit de$f#ir, claims the 
.waning mtomenta of titiaicftcei H«#y$|i 
i$ open to the contrite soul j r {rtownaeflt, 
<wntfeasioi* 






" I have confessed/' eagerly tifj<M9e4 
Mototatiban; <' :tte:/Urtk,;th? heinous 
list of Un ha* teen laid bare befpre you. 
iftatJber^ou knotf. my deeds, you jww 

tmy 4ip-&a&g&*.^wrt.jj atonmenf Ppew 

«at,4l|e:gfftFee,;4*nww^ qwfoflM*ip£ the 

peases 
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peases not yon spectre image^—D** yoli 
: notsee HI" starting on his elbow, bis 
breast labouring, and his whole form 
•convulsed; " 'tis at the door he stand** 
See ! s*e \ u again relapsing into wildness^, 
" D'Argenton throws back, his cowl ! he 
opens wide his cloak ? see you his shrunk- 
en sinews, his fteshless limbs, his rayless 
sockets ? Ah ! the worms are busy, they 
coil around his neck, they harbour ill his 
brain, and now they swell, they grow* 
'they turn to shakes! — He shakes them 
off!— they drop ! — they sting ! — they 
goad me V* 

" Eternal Providence !" ejaculated 
Theodore, bending his knee by the side 
of the couch, and raising his hands m 
supplication-, " thou, who dost picture 
hope, and bid the guilty mind repeat 
and live, soften the struggles of a sinnei& 

souL 
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J* abtil, calm the dire horrors of his deaths 

u he& pangs, and yield some earnest of 

tf hereafter mercy !" 

li Montaubarfs eyfes'^tere fixed Upon 

q him; theiray of recollection seemed for 

k a moment to illumine his livid features, 

i rfnd the smile of grateful thanks essayed 

a fb stamp expression. 

f * ^ VermahdoiVs -son; bim I have in- 

i jlired T -Oh 1 -charity; beneficent and ho- 

» » » • « . ., . 

i fy— ! — !" He paused, his voice lacked 

power ; death, quick advancing, numbed 

h His lrmbs, and mocked his feeble efforts. 

' Theodore sprang to his side; he 

, smoothed his pillow ; he bent over -him i 

* • 

and 'Ate tear, which had long ponded 
from his eye, fell the warm token of sin* 
cere forgiveness. Montauban felt that 
fear, Montauban registered it with the 
lost exertion of strength. ' 

•'Not, 
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" TRott *Gt my eon/', lift fa(itf red*; • 
° 'twas peiicy gave birth to subteFfyge ;r 
I knew the heart, enchained by ^fture's 
cfeifns, VMKrld own ( pb^djonce* Theo- 
dptfe— — " Ifc pau^d-^-he jwritfied— ' 
he,groaqe<l— Kfe's parting stri^ggUs coa- 
Vufcqi hi$:f<>TOiifda§tprte4^ every £&»t*r* 
* — " Death ! — murder : \-~\e$geQnc$ V?be> 
wildly breathed*-" avstunt, tfeou dread* 
fill elftde I" and then helped; his plead* 
ing eyesap iatfter Beteolin ;; pnd then. hr. 
half upraised '.his- clasped, h« ,icerpaJ4r 
ha«d*T-" Eraiisssude!" agai^he lajtfred; 
~-f' Father !-^H^vea ! — mercy !" , j^a- 
th^f.Betsqlift^he^d tp view, the qro&j 
I»/iBUwn«^fl t£e pcay$r fos, B«dqn: 
Montaufcan in, vain 3&6P yed tp. gWftH* 
^i$'bai!d.dxeppe4*Jtoe effort wasinefi&o 
tuaj : ^^ropnk, held it t^his Jijps; but nt* 
kiss of peace spvke .^ekDoyvledgmeat,; 

Ibe 
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the vital spark was fled— the deeds of 
guilt forgotten* 

Long was the pause of a*wM coatem-** 
plation : Theodore and the monk, alike 
absorbed in prayer, knelt by the lifeless 
form ; meekness, forgiveness, charity, 
glowed within their hearts, and silenced 
every thought of reprehension. Mat), 
born tb sift and woe, softened the fiat of 
^condemnation and virtue deigned to 
supplicate, e'en in a murderer's cause. 
Montauban no more, Mentaubftft shrftud- 
fed in death, fallen the victim of his oWn 
enormities, lost to the alleviating, balm 
of repentance, snatched from the benefit 
of absolution, translated from earth's to 
Heathen's tribunal, be it for Us to trace 
ilie growth of sin ; for not with him must 
difc ttoe swollen catalogue; Whose dfcrk 
efcflf>se/*et with his own, the Tfrigttt&t^ 
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hopes of others ; be it for us, in remo- 
ving the veil of mystery, to solve the 

spring of iiis tQdst secret actions. 

* 

i ,i, i .■ .. ;n ,j , i n ear 

CHAP. V. 

. Tirst and ever nearest to my heart 

• Was this prime duty, so to frame my conduct 

Tow'rd my father, as were I a father, 

My soul would wish to meet with from a son ; 
■ And may reproach transmit my name abhorr'd 

To latest time, if ever thought was mine 

Unjust to filial reverence. J&azxet. 



Were I crownM the most imperial monarch, 

« 

Thereof most worthy; were. I the fairest youth 
, That ever made eye swerve, had force, and knowledge 
More than was ever man's, I would not prize them 
Without be? love* Shaksspeauk, 

Bright rose the morn which ushered into 
life the count St. Valeiy 's pride, his hppe, 

his 



Ins feeir, his son > sangyine the ^ir\ticipa- 
lipiis of hereafter y.ep n*, grfUefal Jtbe tri* 
but? o>f thraisgi ving. Tfce y owng Moat- 
$tttotn thrived ; and ne&tUng on Nature'* 
fostering bosom, greeted; with smiles of 
soft j-epaymept, a mother's tender cares. 
Oh, Qod of o'-errvling power ! can sin in- 
vade a breast so .guileless?— can destruc* 
lion's queening swda spring wd o'er* 
run a heart, taught, reared in honour £ 
Is it example, or is it <hrq'& depravity, 
is it thl gwt of p?sftk>£, or the sport of 
Fortune, which sw?y* the tide of fate, 
3&d fclackoas oft tfre page of destiny ? 

Time, wrapped in pletfwe's-stealiiig 
trance, fled swiftly on i ?jnd the revol- 
ving year ag$i# begap to wme, when to 
St, Vft&ry -s. arsap a second sow was given* 
Short .wis *he jjour of triumph, dear the 
gwrehapti Jiff; th*t kkfoaf* pledge #p 

5 voi, jr. jz mother 



-t»«#*M. 
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mother owned; death sealed her fate, 
and snatched her from the world, ere 
interest claimed the sigh of fond endear- 
ment. Loud was the plaint of woe, 
enervating, chilling the languor of des- 
pair, which quick succeeded. Months 
brought no change ; the widowed mour- 
ner drooped, nor wooed the smile of kind- 
ling love, save in the playful gambols 
of Montauban. 

Alas ! the littlfc Theodore, the uncon- 
scious sealer of a mother's fate, was ba- 
nished a father's arms, a father's fond 
protection ; complaint closed in injus- 
tice, and the lone child was doomed the 
victim of mistaken prejudice, of unnatu- 
ral antipathy. Ah ! little could the 
count conceive the virtues he rejected, 
Rule read the heart s# cruelly severed ! 
Tfaeodore, claimed by compassion, cheer-* 
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«d a grandsire's age, and lived to reve- 
f\ fence the arms which gave him refuge; 
lived to return injustice with forgive- 
ness; lived, e'en in distance, to bless, to 
pray for the near kindred, whom untimely 
Tate had severed. , 

Not so Montauban ; uncurbed, tfnFet* 
tered, hurried away by quick succeeding 
passions, he broke through all controul, 
and scoffed at threatened power. In 
vain St. Valery, awakening from the 
trance of blind indulgence, urged and 
implored ; in vain he claimed the aid of 
reason, and the sway of feeling ; reason 
had foundered in the rushing torrent of 
intemperance, and feeling owned no in- 
fluence in a parent's cause. Leagued 
vrith a train, unprincipled and vicious, 
buoyed by the glare of prdmised spleiv* 
tUror, >and spurred by loud bravado to 

c 2 acts? 
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acts of shameless daring, Montauban, 
profaning the sacred purity of religion 
in a borrowed garb, dared e'en the 
.threatened fury of the church, and from 
the altar sought to tear a newly-initiated 
member. Thwarted, discovered, disgrace 
and ruin pending, he fled the paternal 
roof, and left his father writhing under 
the festering pangs of ingratitude and 
disappointment. 'Twas then, as a cheer- 
ing sun, /shone the contrasting virtues of 
the banished Theodore; 'twas then, prga- ' 
nized in principle, he quitted the prince- 
ly domain of his grandsinQ, the count 
D'Argenton, on the mission of duty and 
philanthropy, to heal the bleeding sor- 
rows of St. Valery's heart* 

.Torturing wasf the pang of self-re- 
proach/ distracting the reflection of .past 
injustice .; in shame the drooping parent 

hung 



j 
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bung his head, in shame he quick revi- 
ved the fatal force of prejudice; and 
though his pallid cheek flashed the faint 
glow of feeling, though his limbs trem- 
bled with the subduing struggles of agi- 
tation and aflffeetio*, yet was he silent. 

" Forgive me — receive ' me —■ taker 
me to your bosom/ 1 implored the kneel- 
ing Theodore; cc my father, forego this 
too* severe chastisement— exile me no 
}onger.-~*-Ah ! deign with an eye of pity 
la beheld your son, who prays, who sues 
but for your favour !*t St. Valery eoul* 
only weep. " Let Nature claim her em- 
pire/' pursued the youth. * 
. " Nature ! M interrupted the count, in art: 
the agony of woe; *' Nature has re-^ 
venged her own cause—Montauban, my 
first-born, Montauban has disgraced me !— 

Theodore's tears flowed with his father's! 

m 3 — Theodore's 



-*. 
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—-Theodore's arms were clasped around ' 

i 

him ; yet did no struggle betray dtssatis*- 
faction—" I would sooth, I would com* 
fort you/' murmured the youth. " Fa- 
ther, your blessing ; give me your bless- 
ing, and my life, my existence, my un- 
ceasing, my eternal efforts, shall be to 
lighten your affliction." 

"All-seeing Power!" exclaimed St. 
Valery, ts how frail, how erroneous is 
human judgment ! My heart, the slave 
of prejudice, nurtured the serpent of its 
own undoing ; now stung, now goaded, 
drooping and betrayed, the banished, the 
neglected claimant on its affection, flies 
to. relieve its cares. My son, my kind, 
forgiving Theodore \" 

The youth sank upon his knees; his 
head bowed to the gracious ben ison; and, 
he arose, rich in the gift for which his 

soul 
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» 

soul had often pined. But though the 
count repaid with smiles the studied ef- 
forts of his son, though, struggling with 
his internal feelings, he strove to blot 
from recollection all the trials, all the 
sorrows of the past, still tenderness, re- 
calling the absent image of Monta urban-, 
scoffed at his efforts, and mocked his just 

. resolves. He drooped in secret ; care's 
subtle worm gnawed on his heart, corro- 
ding all his powers, and banqueting on 
energy and health. It is not a day, a week, 
a month, which shows the deep effect 
of sorrcto; it is not the features, or the 

'words, which speaks what acts within :♦ 
alas ! as the smothered flame burns fier- 
cest, so does the cherished woe, admitting 
npt the flow of confidence, subdue the 
vigour, and sap the springs of life. 
Six months had scarcely registered the 

x 4 persevering 
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persevering tenderftess, of Theodore, the 
tindutifal neglect of Montauban, ere Su 
Valery lost every sense of sorrow in the 
grave, when, through the medium of & 
broken heart anguish and care alike had 
teased to torture ; and all his: rich posses* 
si oils, his honours, and his title, descend* 
fed to the worthless author of his doon*. 
Drooping with despondence, mourn*, 
ing a patent so lately found, Theodore 
quitted the chateau, and hastened to re- 
gain the home where gratitude and love 
were centered. BrttlianC was th* dying 
tay which lingered itf the welt, a* his 
. • eager eyes descried t&e spiral turrets of* 
ins grandsfrg's vast domain ; vivid the 
glow which tinged his cheek, as already 
folded in the warm embrace, fan^y 
breathed forth the gladdening sounds 
'of welcome. Unhappy Theodore i life 

teems 



«* « 
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teems with ills, and reason and religion 
were designed to smooth the thorny way. 
Heedless, unsuspecting man, 6ees not the 
gathering storm which blackens oft hisr 
fortune. The hour of fete drew nigh ; 
heretofore, life had passed in smooth im- 
chequered scenes ; heretofore, the heart 
untouched, had known no eare beyond 
the slight of kindness. Love had ne'er 
awakened the festering pang of woe, nor 
tinged with glowing hope the sigh of 
fond emotion. Piercing the little copse 
which fringed the margin of a rippling 
stream, hg heard a voice exclaim — sx Fie, 
Ermissende ! dissatisfied, ungrateful, you 

pine for wealth and power !" ' 

« 

"No, no, good mother,, I pine to see 
some being like ourselves. Better be-' 
come a mm, than live thus secluded." 

« Ah, child «" with a heavy sigh, 

i5 f when, 
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" when, like me, you have felt misfor- 
tune, when, like me,, you have outlived 
expectation, then will you shrink from 
the world, and all its fallacious promises." 

Ermissende, playing with the wild rose 
she had plucked, archly observed — "One 
grain of experience overbalances a whole 
page of precept." And then she paused ; 
and then her cheeks mocked the rich 
tints of the leaves she scattered, for her 
sloe-black eyes encountered the form of 
Theodore, 

He had heard of beauty, he hid seen, 
beauty decked in the rich attire of cdurt- 
ly splendour; but never, never had he 
seen a form so fascinating, a face so fault- 
less* Not the bright queen of love could 
boast more dazzling charms than Ermis- 
sende; yoyth was in her steps, and gaiety 
and pleasure hovered round her.* Her 

bonnet 
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bonnet hung upon her arm, and her 
snow-white hand was raised to part the 
glossy ringlets of her ebon hair. Theo- 
dore moved slowly on; but though dis- 
tance closed upon the beauteous vision, 
still did his heart, fresh strung, fresh ner- 
ved in interest, recall the past. He 
reached his grandsire's castle; he felt, he' 
returned the warm embrace of fond af- 
fection ; he heard the enumerated occur- 
rences which had transpired in absence ; 
and recited the death, the sorrows of his 
buried father ; yet did the calm, which 
once had marked his hours, return no 
more. At night his dreams, recalled the 
peerless form of Ermissende; and ever in 
his rambles did his steps point to the ro- 
xnantic copse in which he had beheld 
her; but she came not:, anxiety suc- 
ceeded; every thought, every hope 

x 6 yielded 
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yielded to the pleasing fantasy; am4 
though, ike passing glance had Kngerett 
but a momertt, yet was he gone in love 
srf> age. 

A week elapsed, when Theodore, pa~ 
ting the ftowery border of the stream, 
smiling at his own infatuation, and vainly 
striving to recall the wished-for calm of 
blank indifference, discoyered, in- a sud** 
den taming, a picturesque cottagfc, shel* 
tered from the rough blasts of the north 
by an o'erhanging mountain. Shagged 
Were its sides, and to its scowling pfeci* 
pice hung hardy shrubs of many a win* 
ter's growth. Theodore paused invo- 
luntarily; the romantic outline of the* 
picture, slumbering in Undisturbed re* 
pose, attracted his attention. A white 
bridge, thrown across thfe stream, led to 
the trellis-bounded garden which sur- 
rounded 
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rtunifed the cottage. He q*ossed it 
The beauteous object of His solicitude 
feigned f in imagination, the gdddess of 
the Arcadia ; and pot till he reached the 
lew wicket, opening mto the garden, did 
fee reflect on the a&uriKty of his conclu- 
sion — " Whither anil hurraing ? and un- 
det^fhat plea wontd I intrude myself ?'* 
he mentally questioned; and. then, dis* 
Concerted, timid; he again crossed the 
bridge. But as he paused on the oppo- 
site side* as he leant against a willow, 
whose weeping branches kissed the flood, 
he beheld the tartly Ermissende steering 
a little boat down the stream : what 
were his feelings, what were his trans* 
ports, when anchoring near the spot on 
which he stood, she shrunk not from his 
extended hand, but suffered him to moor 

her 



# 
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her bark to the tough branches of the 
willow ! 

€t You must advance no further," said- 
Ermissende, smiling, and pausing at the 
foot of the bridge : — " Father Philippe 
will give me a penitentiary if he sees me 
taking to a stranger." 

" A stranger!" repealed Theodore;. 
u I would be a friend, sweet Ermissende !'* 

The maiden blushjed; a frolic smile 
played on her coral lips* as &rcMy she 
replied — " We have met but once be- 
fore, and then we spoke nofe." 

" Ah, have you too recalled that meet- 
ing?" eagerly questioned * the youth* 
thrown off his guard, and snatching the 
white hand of Ermissende; " have you 
too recalled that meeting ?" 

" I shall have reason to remember this/* 

was 



jfc- 
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was the response ; and then she struggled 
to withdraw her hand ; and then, in a 
voice of terror, she concluded — €t If my 
aunt, if old Doroth^e, or father Philippe 
sees you, I shall never again be able to 
jramble alone." 

" Then you sometimes ramble alone 
beyond the cottage boundary ?" said 
Theodore. Ermissende. was silent. " Ah, 
cruel girl V continued the youth, " why 
have you never again visited the thicket ?'* 

" Because," hesitatingly articulated 
Ermissende, " because my aunt would 
not suffer me. We had met a human 
being there, and that was enough to in- 
terdict the spot." 

t€ Alas !" asked Theodore, " has your 
aunt, under the blank impression of 
misfortune, renounced all social inter* 
course ? and would she selfishly hide you 

from 
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from a world you were born to orna- 
ment ?" 

«■ 

Ermissende's cheek flushed the bright 
tint of exultation, and her eyes beamed 
with new-fraught ardour, as she exclaim* 
ed — " She would indeed buiy me in this- 
desert; and when I murmur, she calls 
me dissatisfied and ungrateful." 

Love blinded the eyes, love steeped - 
the senses of Theodore, or reason would 

have bid him shun the siren, reasorf. 

» 

would have whispered N her at best un- 
guarded; but no, simplicity, innocence 
were assigned, artifice unguessed at* Her 
mind, he thought, spurned at suspicion ; : 
and self-love whispered the possibility of 
having excited an interest in her heart 
— " Heaven knows/' mused Theodore, 
as his eyes rested on her faultless fea- 
tures, €€ if on earth exists the powers of 

sympathy. 
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sympathy, if Nature admits the secret 
impulse of the soul, no other being hast 
thou pictured/' 

. " Farewell/' said Ermissende : " 'tis 
true, you are a stranger ; but yet——' 1 
and she extended her hand, 

Theodore snatched it~-Tbeodofc raised 
it to hid lips—" We shall meet agaip/' he 
fearfully articulated. Ermissende smiled 
*-" Ah ! tell me/' be implored, " tell 
Aie we shall meet again/' 
• " We' are both young/' archly ret% 
plied Ermissende, " and life holds forth 
long years- of promise/' / 

-'"Stay! stay!" cagerty exclaimed 
Theodore, checking her effort! to fly; 
" be gracious, be merciful ; tell me the 
hour, tell tme when and where you ram«* 

. f' Immediately after the vesper ser- 



vice/* 
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vice/' said Ermissende, " for their father 
Philippe is in his study, and my aunt fast 
asleep." 

" To 'the thicket ?" again demanded 
Theodore. 

" No, no, up the shaggy side of yon 
mountain/' answered Ermissende; and 
snatching away her hand, she hurried 
through the garden* 

Theodore watched her receding figures 
light, sylphid were her movements ; and 
when she reached the little portico, she 
waved her veil. Alas ! though he beheld 
her no more, yet was every expression 
registered : love had established an em* 
pire in his heart; and Ermissende had 
seized the reins of action. Not for a 
moment did he suspect her of design* 
not for a moment did he accuse her of 
imprudence; innocence explained her 

- • playful 
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playful vivacity, and her suavity and can- 
dour were attributed to inexperience. 

Theodore returned to the chateau ; 
but impatience marked the flight of time ; 
his pursuits, his employments ceased to 
interest; and ever at the vesper hour 
did he steal from his grandsire's presence. 
Love raged despotic, love coloured the 
bursting sigh, l**ve tinged his hopes, hi3 
thoughts, his wishes. 

Ermissende, true to appointment, ex- . 
ulting in the power of her charms, eager 
to enchain the devoted heart of the count 
JD'Argenton's heir, ever at the close of the 
calm' office of devotion, wandered from 
the cottage, and with the light graces of a 
hamadryad, ascending the delving steeps 
of the mountain, exchanged the deje£ 
and sonorous counsels of father Philippe, 
for the entrancing whispers of first* 

awakened 
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awakened passion. Ah ! how swiftly fled 
the halcyon moments ! how did the caln* 
serenity qf the soul extend, and spread 
o'er all created nature the magic colour* 
ing of delight ! Each romantic dell 
smiled an Arcadia, and every shrttb* and 
every flower, glowing in more vivid 
tints, imbued with new* fraught sweetness 
the passing gale. 

cc Ah ! why/* sighed Theodore, as he 
listened to the unvarnished tale of Ermis- 
sende's humble fortune, f * why did not 
Nature place me in the self-same sphere ?" 
Ermissende's playful smile vanished* and 
instantly her features wore the cast of 
thoughi>— ' ' How bfest that lot," pursued 
her lover, unmindful *f the change* 
" yvhich owns no influence from unsocial 
state, nor seeks for happiness, in pride 
and empty grandeur. To* live upon thH 

mountain^ 
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triountait&jlb reap ourselves the bounti- 
ful gifts of Nature, and to receive in 
Love's soft smile the rich reward of our 
exertions, what more of bliss can fancy 
picture ? say,, lovely Ermissende,, does hot 
the reward repay the sacrifice ?" 

Faint was the yes which lingered on 
the lips of Ermissende ; for ah ! that ac- 
quiescence sprang not from the heart ; 
that grandeur aro despised, was the chief 
lure which guisecl, in pretended interest, 
the wily hopes of mad ambition. Though 
bred in ignorance of the world's allure- 
ments, though taught to seek for happi- 
ness in mediocrity, yet had fancy oft 
pierced the interdicted limits, and rioted 
in vain forbidden joys. 

Weeks wore away.; yet Theodore, 
though dwelling on the fair prospect of 
bliss, spoke not of the altar's sanction:. 

Ermissende 
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Ermissende felt perplexed, iinfeasy ; shfc 
knew the title and the rich possessions of 
the count D'Argenton descended to his 
favoured grandson ; and she pined to 
realize the scenes of splendour which 
sleep's sanguine visions each night had 
traced, A thousand expedients, a thou- 
sand artful projects, filled the brain of 
the politic beauty, to alarm his love, and 
to ensure success, for well she read the 
heart she sought to lure. 

Theodore, as usual, repaired to the 
appointed rendezvous; but Ermissende 
came not. The sun sank, and the sha- 
dows of twilight mingled the distant out- 
line; yet was he dejected and alone. 
In vain he looked towards the cottage 
which contained his treasure, in vain he 
paced the path, and listened to each 
passing sound. A thousand fears assail- 
ed 
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*?d him, a thousand improbabilities which 
pregnant fancy realized ; and not till 
•every hope closed in the rapid strides of 
night, did he descend the steep. He 
lingered on the bridge ; and anxiety and 
affection led him through the garden, 
and to tlve very door of the cottage ; yet 
did he fear to knock — for whom could he 
inquire, and how could he explain the 
intrusion ? As he stood irresolute, a 
light flashed from an upper casement, 
and the next moment he distinguished 
the angel form of Ermissende. Hk heart 
throbbed, his respiration quickened ; 
softly he breathed her name; and then 
he plucked a rose, and hurled it at the 
window. 

- She heard the signal ; her heart exult- 
ed in the completion of. her project; 
j and 
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and with a start of well-feigned fear, sh< 
opened wide the lattice. . 

" Since sunset I have paced yon 
mountain," whispered Theodore, " Un- 
kind Ermksende, 1o trifle with a heart, 
which .knows no peace in absence I" 

" Alas!" murmured the Wily girl, 
<r my aunt has discovered our meetings, 
and I dare not brave her an gen She has 

told m e " and then she paused ; and 

then, with fearful caution, softly resumed 
•— " You must fly~-you must leave me ; 
if " 

" No never, never!" eagerly inter* 
rupted Theodore; 

" Speak softly," impjored Ebmissende: 
u think, should our voices betray us," 

" I care not !" exclaimed the impetu* 
ous Theodore. " To the world will i 

declare 
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declare the ardour of a passion, which 
knows no bounds/ 9 

" Affection harbours a thousand fears/' 
artfully observed the siren ; " your rank* . 
your situation — ah ! think, my lord, if I 
was rich, if I was nobly born ;" and again 
•he hesitated ; then quickly added — " Fly, 
fly, my aunt is on the stain." 

Theodore, in alj the rhetoric of love, 
implored an interview, implored her to. 
join him in the garden; and Ermissende^ 
half reluctant, half consenting, at length 
closed the casement, and stole frorq jhe 
cottage* With bashful diffidence >he 
listened to the fond effusions of hec 
lover ; and ere they parted, every, doubt 
was hushed, and every sorrow slumbered. 

Theodore hung on her. smile enrap- 
turedj and as he snatched her to his bo- 
som, as he listened to her raurmuriqg 
. Yo*. iy. ? * fears, 



f 



fefcraj He placed a brrffiant ring upon her 
finger, and leading her towaftfc- the coN 
tage; ferrartty exd*i , medA~" Be this the 
pledge 6f nay devotion— Brrtiissende, my 
Etarfsaende, be it the J talUs»ram wfckh binds 

Inthemomfag, without reserv*, Thea- 
dore related to % hh -indulgent* parent the 
rise aiid : progress of his passion ; in vivid 
cOiotirs hfe panegyrised the charms of 
Erftmsend^^" Ffoverty is her ortty fault/* 
hfrsatd,- anxionsty pressing the hand of 
the- cdtfnt—- " ah, my father, not inno-' 
centre and virtue are more 1 spotless thatt 
is^f&ati&dftrind!" 

Tftfexoant -shteok his head? thfe^expres- 
sidtrof i his , featnresrvarred; and from the 
caftkr *oP content 1 , aisstittiedthte thbughtftil 
g]6tArt ofafnfcfety and dotrbt. 

^eo^reish\rtWirt», Theodore sank : at 
* * • falsi 
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His- feet ;• love gaveHittn eloqiieice'; sthtf 
in all thd'enferg^ in 1 aft the' diftntwiasm' 
oPlns! fefefirigg^litf^le^fea'irw h& con- 
sent* he*' pleaded ' fdr Ma 1 Messing*-" I' 
rairttiee tlffs'llttle siren;'' &id the count, 
ft*cftf£- a smile : " love dfteri blinds the 

r 

eyds; ahff ni isff eads the j udgttien t. If for- 
ftiheTbeTttfe only birfier, we have enough 
for both." • x ? 

Theocforc; sutAtned* struggling with the 
tfSfe'xif Feetfirig/'in vain strove to express; 
his gfkf ftude '; *bu* the coimt checked his 
eVety •^ffbi'i 1 ; ^nd then attentively listen- 
ed ra the outline of herstorv. Theo- 

w 

drag's eyes betfmtfl' with joy — Theodore 
became an orator ; he dwelt on the or- 
phatoed infancy of Erfntssende, and pic- 
ture,' nvithfoUerihg* agitation, the ma- 
ternal seJiciUtde of her aunt, who, stem- 
mittg tfre torrent of tafefartune, the prev 

1 F . 2 sure 



I 
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sure of poverty, had reared her in the 
pure, the matchless track of virtue. 

From this period, harmony and peace 
harboured in the breast of Theodore ; 

4. I . * 

every fear wafc banished, every obstacle 
removed ; the cottage door flejv open at 
his approach ; and Ermissende was all his 
youthful hopes could fancy. But mark 
the instability of bliss, mark the fleeting 
reign ofman's felicity: — the day, the hour 
was fixed ; Fate seemed to smile upon 
the promised union, and Love himself, 
on burnished wing, lighted the radiant 
torch of Hymen. .• - . 

Brilliant were the hopes of ambition- 
aim ost realized, almost enjoyed, the adu- 
lations of praise, the gratifications of va- 
nity. Love swayed not the mind of Er- 
missende; it was birth, it was title, which 
had purchased the smile of her favour* 

Entranced 



v 
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Entranced in the blaze of splendour* of- 
ten, when alone, decking hetf'raven locks 
with the itarry gems whfeh affection had 
fondly presented, lingering o'er the de- 
lusions of title and of wealth, would she 
anticipate the horftege which the World 
would offeV to her matchless charms. 

AHwasTiilarity attd joy at the chateau, 
'When the week previous to the intended 
nuptials, pleasure yielded to . anxiety* 
Expectation to mourning. The count 
D'Argenton, the exemplary, the kind, the 
indulgent friend of the grateful Theor 
dore, drooped, sickened, and, in the hour 
destined to have given the blushing Er* 
missende to his arms, died. -Drear was 

> 

the contrast 'twixt the splendour of brU 
dial vestments, and the sable habiliments 
of "the grave; every countenance wore 

» 

the stamp of sorrow, for every heart 

f 3 mourned 
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ixiQurned the lpt?s of a benefactor; the 
rich moistened the, turf with jhe.te^rs of 
TCgret; the pQor bedewed Hi with the soft 
eflTusi0ps,<yf gratitude. Jktt bi^er t yrert 
the sighs, tytmr were the rtgfeft #f Er- 
tnissende. Tk*o&oM.<Uaw& ««* 4hw 

• * 

real source ; it.vr^.to *§Jlstkil,ity,, \p in- 
terat, to a^t}^,. he atfriJMetMheJa- 
taeniations of her grief, and that ;«0*- 
elusion linked with double* fqifee.$he 
strong olaims .^f . tenderne» Qt,flrf3tnt 
not t tliat disappoiatted Ambition,* *h»t the 
prrtcacted,vl&9n$.tf g£eatne§s ^pne dim- 
med the lui^re .p,f j)er radiant ejifs ; J£br 
alas, what is so easily bHn^fida^ soJM<>ve ? 
whatiapell kijdf so ddusite^s the spell 
of passion? . . ». . . ).-.. 

Tim* fcoftened the fast buret oC.sfrv 

■ 

row*— June lightened Xfee: poigjnwfty of 
juroe; the period of movrnjiig-wwc 
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away ; and Theodore, count D 'AvgcntpB, 
revived the theme of his former top*. 
Ermissende smiled, and the pang of part 
affliction was forgotten. The nuptial 
morn was again named; and Fate, more 
lenient, called up no second storm to 

9 

blight its promise. The chateau's calm . 
retirement quick became exchanged for 
the gay scenes and splendid feats of Pa- 
ris; and' Ermissende, the worshipped 
bride df D'Argenton, became the star of 
fashion, and the spur of envy. A thou- 
sand charms, a thousand ifanqed joys al- 
lured ther: hurst as it argue upon a -new 
theatre of action, ;her youth, her tanftty, 
alike exiled, .alike assailing, possessing 
attractions tp tempt a stoic's gaze, and 
jk> stronger shield than gratitude to 
guard her feelings, she yielded mnrtmair 
mg to the siren-voice of pleasure; and 

f 4 while 
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while the count, high in royal favour, 
attended the cabinet of state, plunged in 
the giddy vortex of joyless dissipation. 



9BS 



CHAP. VI. 

Who should be trusted, when one's own right band 
1 Is perjur'd to the bosom? 
2 most never trust more ; 

A 

f But count the world: a stranger for thy sake. 

The private wound is deepest. Shakespearx. 

Though ungracious be the theme, yet con- 
sistency commands us to unveil the se- 
cret spring of vice, and from the splen- 
.•did scenes . of Paris, to pursue the flying 

• track of Montauban's desertion. Disco- 

* vered in the act of violating the sacred 
aattctuarry of religion, of tearing a mem- 

. btr from the church, of luring a nun to 
• • ( prbfane 
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profane Che solemn vow of inauguration^ 
he fled the paternal roof, leaving the 
hapless victim of his passion to stem 
alone the gathering storm of monachal 
severity. She was arraigned, she was 
condemned, she was entombed in the deA 
of penance; and though compassion shed 
the silent tears, mercy mo more unclosed 
the bars. But . Montauban ?— true, w* 
pass over the rigid fiat which ( stamped the 
lapse of virtue, and piercfe with him the 
courted haunts of vice. Dead to a pa- 
rent's woei, unpiirtdful but of self-prO 
servation, lost to all sense both moral and 
divine, banishing past disappointment 
in new intrigues, he fled to Marseilles, 
and there resumed the mad career of 
f&hely-d«norainated pleasure. 

It was at the bastide of a nobleman, 
whither gaiety and dissipation had assem* 

f 5 bled 
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hied a numerous company, that a sirpila- 
tity of dispo^ihon, aud R native coinci- 
dence of taste, forged between MPPteMr 
fcan and the count de .MontbeUfcrd, the 
first Imk 6f iptimacy. The counf ^*£ 
born 6f an illustrious fartaijy ; but , hi? 
finances were confined; his $spectetk>n* 
limited; for fortune/ in mi elder brother, 
had given an heir to Ms father, the duke 
de VermandbisS \\ieaJth. A rf«Me to>hi^ 
passions, rioting in all tki$ licentious pro- 
fligacy of vice, owning no sway but ip- 
diqation, and everacring uridbr the in- 
fluenceof his fickle fancy; he courted the 
Ibciety of Montadbaqp, because he found 
his fortune necessary to his embarrass- 
ments; and gradually becoming mutu- 
ally entrusted, and ifcutually instruraega- 
tal to each other's secreit yfces, they be- 
came, as is frequently the case, through 

tfce 



dfae boais of Ucentiouanes* alike fearful 
of the power they bad in vetted. Such 
were the gradual abide* of Moi*tai»feM|'s 
vicious propensities, toheo ihe death of 
an indulgent father gave a moo* nMry 
check to his pursuits: Bui taapsieflt was 
the gJooia *rf dorroVr j *he taHirt qf ridi- 
cule dbased the bitter tear.; ated *r* the 
grave had cloaid upon his iheott-tafbtn 
parent, he secretly exulted in the fat 
whiclh gtfw to his hand* the free un- 
curbed con tr dul of a splendid, ibhtiti- 
tarice» . LeAgiaed with hi* $waro> aato- 

cia44 they quitted Marteilk^ and with- 

■ 

out any aiirt, sat* ^the* towe^iofbsliange, 
traversed axtat of the txttenata^pejovincea 

of thftif. native ^0u*rt»y^: •■ , t :<< . • 

It wis tjpvwi^ !tF^;G^i^5^;aiwteilli, 

*r hen Nature^ dferdjed of bar gayefettite, 

exchange* all J*r buddtofc werdurcoiDr 

fG the 
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• thte drear find barren garb of winter, that 
the friends, panting for a new career, 
ptanged in all the gay Excesses which the 
corrupted capiial afforded. Bat whHe 

<the couiM de Montbeliiard is studying 

- trf the gttnirig-table to repair his ruined 

* fortmife, be it «our task alone to trace the 

- tew and destructive passion which kind- 

* 

ted>ht the unprincipled breast of Moat- 

It was on the thiud night after his ar- 
rival a£ Paris, that in the gay circle at 

- the opera, hit eyes were daztled by a 
beiti^ ^bose youth* and whose beauty 
rivalled 4heartfetV most exuberant flights. 
The performance was unnoticed; not 
for one moment waft his attention with- 

. drcrtm ; toe ea^ the larvely stranger quit 
the bqp&and then he flew to watch her 
mavettentt ; but he was too late; ere 

he 
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he had gained the doo^ of entrance, 1he 
carriage had driven 0$ and he stood for 
several mdmenfs totally 1 absorbed. N^ 
ver once did fancy lose sight of the fea* 
topes- which had fascinated him, never 

- cease to linger o'er the perfections of 
the Unknown* With unabating perse- 
veraitce he frequented every public 
haunt ; and because disappointment tend- 
ed his exertions, his mind became a prey 
to inquietude. Never before had his 
heart participated in the casual start of 
pass4on> jiever registered Hbe power of 
beauty, ar bowed to the strength of pre- 
possession ; but now every opposing ef- 
fort was ineffectual; and like a lion in 

-the toil, the more he struggled for free- 
dom, the move was he fosnared. Even 
the pointed shafts of ridteitle^becatwe 
blunted, and absorbed in otife d*r\wg 

pursuit, 
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UUrsuit, lift JieftiJqd »Pt .tfie jflteenfofts df 

Jris , friend. .TJirQBgfc A pac$pt« 5 .AMljr 

prejudices, it iwy.be ranemfeefed the 

Jmks of fr^er n^l «iflfection w^e ^evened; 

gay* th*t Mftntepbaa a&d Theodore ^tae 

;?eared as strange te each other; i*c*o- 

. not then bp surprising that Mdntauban 

should fa&ar, the ,ro«>e. of B'Argcsitan 

without eroptjon, ; god itfeat be .should 

breathe *he wrtie atr> that he should reside 

in tfoeisagve capital, mthQUf ^eroeUpg 

an interview. 

; The *oya$ ;D*Arge9toR, ttclj, ifc the 

.rqjar&rfn *** friandsfcipef fcisftoyernigi*, 

.^tu^ted by 4i8*reitf principles, and 

swayed J?y different : rnprim, shrank mcr 

.irpm the bauq^ of depraved .tefife J atfrf 

pave in thp ( pMfciie circle, whew: chanter 

Winged, tin? $rqwittlKfti& *hr»Dg, Ab£ 

.br<rtbereneve?fli<st* ...„♦.■ 

It 



v CQW^SXO^^L M VAX.0JM9B*. * M * 

. . ; Xt w ??i \o .tfep .mojnjng ,©f AlWsouls faf. 

. 4*SfMjO*£auha»,; atoosj despairing of ere 

*gain beholding the fair object of bis 

. peasetess pursuit, was .passing the cathe- 

; «%al. ftf Notr$ #*?"«' I'M* H ] ? st ^ ht ° f 
^female at, Us entrance, whose sylphid 
ifpewrements, and whose flajestic form 
..-thrilled Ijke electr.iqty qn his feelings. 
c f ancy pictured none other .than the stran- 
ge*;, and. with a sudden bound he sprung 
.up the steps, and fntered the choir. 
,flo.w pmrupqtent is the sway of love '. it 
bent even th$ knee of Mpntauhan, and 
led him, if not to worship, at. least to 
jo^p, with piping sanctify, in the qut- 
. war^L fojins of wprship,; J>ut though his 
lips murmured the response, .his eyes 
'V!¥ r ¥ r iwt **4 9 n ^ e lovely ins^ipator df 
Jbis devotion. A thousand ticfie* more 
captivating #4 die appear than \v\*en> 

reaping 
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reaping Fresh lustre from external orna~ 
merits, she shone in the blaze of splen- 
dour : no gems confined the dark fillets 
of her hair; but though a lawn of gossd- 
*mer thinness veiled her features,, yet <fid 
her lips vie with the ruby of Guzzeraf, 
and her eyes with the matdhless brilliants 
of Brazil. Vivid was the tint which 
flushed her cheek as she encountered the 
steadfast gaze of Montauban ; but when, 
taking the arm of her companion, she 
proceeded down the aisle, when, with 
eager haste, he followed her footsteps, a 
smile of exulting pride, of gratified va- 
nity, marked the expression of her coun- 
tenance; that smile fanned on to the 
pursuit ; that smile extended the ready 

hand to aid her in her descent from the 

« 
cathedral; and then the suji's meridian 

brightness, dancing on the undulating 

waves 
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waves of the Seine, gave room for obser- 
vation. Montauban lost not the oppor- 
tunity; he attended the beautiful stran- 
ger to the gate of a superb hotel ; and 
*rhen he lost sight of her, when, with a 
fascinating smile, she bowed an acknow- 
ledgment of his attention, when, with 
eager anxiety, he questioned a casual 
passer, and heard pronounced the count 
O'Argenton, horror thrilled his heart, 
and iced every faculty of his nature. For 
many . moments he stood tranced in 
thought, irresolute whether to fly the 
Circe, or court at once the poison : but 
What could oppose the mad, the giddy 
hopes of Montauban? what could daunt 
a mind so daring? what could subdue a 
passion so excited? He smiled at the 
lapse of resolution, at the short-lived 
struggle of principle ; and with a heart 

dead 
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dead to nature and to feeling, he sought 
admission, and under a brother's cloak, 
stole into a brother's confidence 

Montauba& was handsome ; (be -e$sy 
polish of the world h#d giyen gra^e^f 
his tall ,athletic farm ; aqdnhjs smile* -w^s 
the spftile qf seduction. Er,mi$ende 
shrunk i^ot from his at left tiowj/.nay,*when 
he. envied a brother Vblis^she started not 
in terror; when the burning i&igb oi\un- 
feallowed pa** km ibeirayf** $& agitation 
qf his heart, hew; ss-ed&wd ribfit ^igh, 
hers aftkejbi^fhedrthe -plaint <of .Aiaaalte- 
foqtiQU.— - But flot ho ppltaie »omt j^ge 
with the fatal rgr^ti^ns of Jtagfttitafe 
and^in* w*Mq tfwck the mind of rfelioacy 
yrith a *&£Qniof Wacky of almost matoih* 
l^sft horror, i^e jvill hasten *o tfee period, 
when, like the blast qf £ate> confuw^tioa 
trod on .the. heels pf suspicijoftpwhen *hfc 

frenzied 
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» 

frenzied D'Argenton cursed a brother in 
the seducer of a wife, and sought in vain 
to trace the hidden track of the fugitives. 
Long lo$t to every, influence but rage, 
"Granting, dying for vengeance, D'Argen- 
item, combating \\ie fell power of dis- 
ease, ntlljed. evsry principle of exertion, 
and prosecuted a t search which closed 
Jtwtin disappointment. Dispirited, heart- 
bi^ken, .every faculty t qf hj$ mind im- 
paired, no. stimulus of .actjpp, #9 falla- 
piqm ray pf ^romi^edlipp^^ey^etch^d 
.D'Argeuton yielded the strife of n^ure, 
.and ^an£ .sjibdu^d Jt>y T mi?ery jind #oe. 
^n.vaip ^e.^tudie^ efforts, pf friendship 
wjere ^sayed ; in vaip, borne on the 
wings of compa^ipn, if\e ^uke de Ver- 
.cqandw sought the co^ch of rthejsufferer, 
jsqught to aljay the, pent-up stfgh.. Me- 
mory was. harrowing : *q the starts p/ de- 
lirium, 



»,. - 
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lirium,Ermissende, the guilty Ermissende, 
was cursed ; in the casual calm of sanity, 

• m 

Heaven was petitioned for her conver- 
sion. Restored to health, when death 
was eagerly courted, his mind pan< 
not of the body's convalescence;^ 
from the social haunts of men, he shrunk 
in moody melancholy. Wrapped it% his 
own peculiar cares, viewing with misan- 
thropic eye the world's fallacious colour- 
ings, no more he mingled in its gay pur- 

* 

suits, no more the brilliant circle of a 
court allured him. Man alike was trea- 
' cherous — woman alike false ; and quit- 
ting Paris, he fled to his retirement in 
Gascony. But there, 1 alas ! he found no 
alleviating balm, no care-stealing oblU 
vion ; each copfcfc, each rural glen, re- 
called the past; for memory, f * Kjpe a 
deadly swarm of hornets ann*d/* pic- 
tured 
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tured the hours of infant love, and poi- 
soned all hope of peace in the drear 
contrast The mountain ramble, the 
tree-embosomed cottage, all, all har- 
^Mttfled the form of Ermisseode, and 
wnfcig the bitter tears of misery. 

Twas in these warring conflicts of the 
soul, that -Religion smiled a beckoning 
pHoj to meek-eyed Content : blest was 
the inspiration, sanguine the eager vo- 
tarist. No, claim wedded hifn to the 
world; every claim was severed, save the 
claim of the duke de Vermandois s friend- 
ship, and gratitude whispered bin? a debt- 
or for past interest. He wrote, he ex* 
plained the motive of his conduct; and 
then bidding an eternal adieu to. every 
external object, he fled, and sought the 
shelter of Vs^ombre's monastery. There, 
icon after his assumption of the cpwl, 

death 
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ddrth having removed the fttther siij&e- 
riftr, *he exeftiofis of iirterdtittfaugutfatea 
tifli'in the pi bul office bf abbot of tRS 
fraternity. Absorbed in the' dut%8- of * 
his statkto, qarefalijrbanlsHirig^h^lg^ 
roads of thought; and' ttvinfg'bttt'itt.'roe' 
anticipation of ? the future, hi studied 
eyer to proihote the happirvesi of his 
ordct i and though lie Tosr not tH# 8BJ&' 
deti^d -cast which calafmty r h&4 «t^tftj)«r 
upon 'his features, still iti Hhe< perform- 
ance of his religious duties, in'tlfe-ialfti ' 
communion of soul/ in ; tfre patferit endu- 
rance of *estrifctloa3; he pf&yed evtti tor 
the .destroyer of hisTepbse- nay, Ertnls- 
sende was? recalled with pity: 4>ut«>mi 
longer did the thrHl of tenderness- agl* 
ttfte J hfe emaciated fortn, nft'lrittgefi'dHtr 
i*?*Hsh with animating scad*^ th*s*ltol* ' 
hu* vf his ca*e<%orn countenance. At 
•*.•■■ the 
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the* alfir <rf : devbtidfi, with aheartcon- 
tVite and **iibdtfe<*, he itiingled each *$<* 
peal withgratdftil thanksgiving toftttt* 
Vetf, fof having, "lh - escaping the"snafl&? 
ftt& temptations of the wbrld,* learned' 
thfc true estimate of man's boasted supe- 
riority. 



CHAKVII. 

Lust and liberty 
Creep in their minds ; 

That 'gainst the' stream of Virtue they may strive, -* 
. Aad drawto them&lve* ia riot. Sbak&sfsaju, 



i • 

Blood hath been shed ere now, vthe oiden time, 

Ere human statute piirg*d the general weal; 
- Ay, add tiacfc tdej sfcittM Slave keeb perform'* 
.. T<* *eraM*fcr the ea*. fVi jSiukwi;***. 

A*AS>! 'whata'corttrast to tfce pious offi<- 
Ce*> of chrtstifchity, what a contrast to the 

unvaried 



/ 
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unvaried calm which marked the waning 
years of St. Theodore's existence, did the 
vitiated career of guilt portray ! Ermis- 
sende— but we must progressively detail 
the gradations of vice, and start from thm 
moment, when dead alike to gratitude, 
to honour, and to virtue, yielding to the 
incitements of unhallowed passion, she 
fled a husband's sanctuary, and braved 
the snee£ pf scorn^ the keen, the scorpion 
sting of conscience/ to share the fortune 
of that husband's brother. In a heart 
depraved, feeble are the struggles of du- 
ty, faint the resistance /gainst the com- 
bined attacks of importunity and incli- 
nation. Ermissende heard the soft sigh* 
marked the stolen glft&ce, felt the tremu- 
lous indication of growing conquering 
interest; yet yielding to the fatal, thorn- 
inaring weakness, vanity, did she fan the 

flame 
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flame of prepossession. ; Studied were the 
graces, of external ornament — alluring 
the smile of soft encouragement. Mont- 
auban extolled her matchless form, dwelt 
an the lustre of her radiant eyes, swore 
that her lips outvied the ruby's redness, 
that the lily's downy bell hung drooping 
at her bosom's rivalry, that with a tint, 
qi ore vivid than the rose, Nature had tin- 
ged her cheek, and that the jetty raven 
owned no plumage half so black as the 
luxuriant ringlets of her glossy hair I 
$rmis$ende listened— Ermissende was en- 
tranced j s h* reflected not that her heart 
too fondly viewed the tempter ; nor 
when tfee maak of soft persuasion, drop* 
ped A did she shrink from the snare con* 
gealed. Mentauban was pitied, was 
Joved ; and each revolving moment, giv-" 
voia iy. o ins 
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ing strength to ' impoWuirity, weakened 
the feeble reiftnattit of resistance.* No 
suspicion marked the flagrant strides of 
passion* for no fear was guessed lit : a 
brother's rights, a bar of adamant* wafc as 
the guard of honour; and D'Argenton 
was safe, because the soul was judged by 
the pure standard of his owft untainted 
principles. Not so the eye of friendship, 
not so the quick, the discriminating 
glance of disinterested regard; thfe duch- 
ess de Vennandois read and shuddered at 
the guilty secret; carefully she veiled 
her guessed -at knowledge, s*re from the 
ear of Ermissende, and her, with soft and 
gentle admonitions, she etroye to arm 
against the traitor's wileb. But ah> hew 
vain each effort! Ill-stifled rage dyed 
the flushed cheek of beauty; and Ermis- 
sende, 
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sende, <tbt guilty, the ungrateful recreant 
to her vows/ fled, m the open face of 
shrame and blackening censure. 

Rich in the double prize of mistreat 
and* of friend, Montauban quitted Paris? 
France could yield no safety from a bro- 
ther's vengeance ; and fear giving wings 
to speed, the leagued triumvirate in 
guilt, for rhe count de Montbelliard clung 
to the scattered remnant of Montauban's 
fortune, crossed the Alpine boundary, 
and hastened to Strasburgh. There, un- 
known, unsuspected, they gleaned the 
riqh harvest of credulity ; and proceed- 
ing onwards to Vienna, living oh the . 
guileless and unwary, sojourning but to 
allure and to defraud, they ranged from 
kingdom to Kingdom; and -at the expi- 
ration of two years, without credit, with- 
out resources, they again arrived ^ 
France. « 2 Montauban 
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Montauban, goaded hy the murmuring 

■ 

Complaints of Ermissende, upon whom 
he still madly doated, and trembling lest 
the lure of splendour should tempt her 
to forswear and to desert him, with jea- 
lous caution sought to bide her from ad* 
miring eyes. He knew himself a bank- 
rupt in Fortune's favour, and he knew 
the heart he strove to chain panted again 
to riot in her luxuries — 4t We cannot 
live in indigence/' said Montauban, in 
reply to the various projects which the 
fertile fancy of Montbelliard devised; 
" some resource must be ours." t 

■ *' Ermisseride has beauty/' observed 
Montbelliard. 

Montauban's hand grasped the hilt of 
his sword — " Not to dive amidst the 
earth's embowel led treasures/' he ex- 
claimed, " not to own .the richest gems 

of 
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of Peru, would I yield her to another ! 
Ermissende is my fate. Mark me, Mont- 
belliard, 'tis her distresses which make 
me desperate!" 

*' There is no hope from D'Argenton," 
said the count; " his rich possessions, 
with himself are invested in Valombre's 
monastery." 

** Vermandois is no monk/' said Mont- 
auban, m using. 

Montbelliard started — Montbelliard's 
eyes flashed fire — " Vermandois,. my bro- 
ther, rich* great, powerful ;" and then a 
smile of deep and deadly import distor- 
ted his features. 

" Fly to him/* rejoined Montauban, 
99 and own at once the secret of your 
embarrassment." 

" What, bend my knee," asked Mont- 
belliard, « and sue for favour ?— No, ne r 

. c 3 ver : 
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Ver : and yet " He folded his arms 

in deep abstraction; then suddenly start- 
tog — f * Let us fly into Gascony," he pur- 
sued : " in the Pyrenees, in the lone do- 
main of Vertnandots, my brother tarries; 
I will visit; I will " Again he hesi- 
tated — " Montauban," and he lowered 
his voice to a whisper, " Ermissende, your 
Ermissende shall lire in splendour. — Will 
you not aid me?" 

" Yes, with my life," eagerly replied 
Montauban. 

■', 4t Keep that for Ermissende/' artfully 
rejoined Montbelliafd; " 'tis but your 
courage I would claim." . ^ 

«' wr Point out the track; my courage 
Mill not fail, though danger, death, nay, 
hell should threaten !" 

The hand of Montbelliard was quick 
extended ; in sworn amity he grasped 

Montauban *s, 



s 



CONFESSION** OF VA&QJ4BHK. 12? 

Alontaubans, as emphatically he pro* 
nounced— " Be ours one csnWT~©n* 
hope — one fortune !" 

" ,But why to Gasco^y^" demanded 
Afontauban, unable ta solve the. secret of 
his movements- , ♦ - y 
~ € [ Shq# will be ©w bsipisll|ment," an T 
swere4 Monthelliwd,-" " Jteje in safety 
may Errub>sen4e- await vs*«-^~ r 
- " Here ^interrupted thealarmed Mo»tr 

aufra*} ; " first tear my h#pifc fnjgze up 

the genial pur rent of exyrtence* eje,ln<£ 

xne pyirt from I£ru>issqiide ! " 

• €C Yqh a?e still a lover," ironically re^ 

«|arke<i Montbelliard. . .*. . 

, JyI^«t^uV>ai> vi$wfc4 t*i«* with fiqspH 
cious caution, as he exclaimed — " Uuf^VA 
the scheme,; or I renounce all interests" 

/-*? Be Enpissende th$ partner .of out 
journey/' quickly resumed MontbeWV^x^ 
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" Your doubts belie our friendship ; ba- 
ft is h them as unworthy our sworn confe* 
deracy." • 

Mont&uban was appeased : but when 
he traced the tear of soft complaint pen* 
ding on the dowfiy cheek of Ermissende, 
again his fears, bis feelings pictured a 
thousand dreads, augured a thousand im- 
probabilities—" Why do you weep ?" he 
tenderly inquired. Ermissende replied 
not ; but she held in her hand the casket 
which had once contained her jewels, 
and which embarrassment had now des* 
poiled — " Gems more precious shall yet 
adorn that bosom/' continued Montau* 
ban : " fear not, Ermissende, Fortune will 
yet^smile." 

" Not in this solitude/' she despond- 
ingly said ; and then she thniw back the 
lid of the casket; and then a quickening 

blush 
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blush glowed upon her cheek, for the 
brilliant ring, the pledge of earl; truth, 
the gift of the confiding D'Argenton, 
.acting as a basilisk, rivet ted her attention. 
Montauban traced the varying expres- 
sion of her features : he took the ring ; 
aad as he listened to its first award, he 
placed it on his finger — u Be it," he ex- 
claimed, " the firm cement, the power- 
ful talisman of our affection ! Ermis- 

* 

sende, nought but your estrangement 
shall tear it hence/' 

The last gem was removed from the 
casket, yet Ermissende smiled ; she saw 
it sparkle on the finger of her betrayer; 
yet did>no pang of regret, no lingering 
indication of remorse, poison her quiet 
St. Theodore in his monastic cell was 
ne'er recalled ; for hope, confidence, 
expectation, all centered in Montauban. 

g 5 Elated 



\ 



> »• 
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' 'Elated by a new projee£acting lindrir 
the guidance of Montbelliard's decision, 
the guilty pair quitted the retreat they 
had chosen, and hastened into Gascony. 
The day was closings they mounted the 
ridgy passes of the Pyrenees, and even- 
ing's " sober grey" mingled each gigan- 
tic 6ut?ine, when pausing at the delving 
base of the mountain, they hesitated 
whether to pierce the lonely defile which 
•spread itsdf before them. Ermissende 
trembled, for the prospect was desolate; 
black was the gloom of the thickly-dotted 
'wees, and awe-inspiring the O'er hanging 
craggs. 

** We have nothing to 1 Jose/' whis- 
jptered Montauban, m reply to the timid 
apprehensions of his companion. 

u Is it you to say so ?" artfully inter- 
rogated < 
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legated Krmfaende/ summoning tha de* 
ceptive smHe of soft allurement. , 

^'Nodght that man can wrest from me,'" 
Replied the Cutting Montauban. 

Ermissende's sigh. was. doubtful. 

•* We have nought to fear/ 9 said Moot*- 
belliard/who had singly reconnoitred the 
defile * r " we ratfy advance with safety £ 
the grav,e is* not imore undisturbed/" 
. ^"£at:when4h*rJr demanded the still- 
yehictant Ermtssende; " which is ous 
eourse to pumue^' 

. « We- must. seek oover beneath some 
she! te ring crag/* spid- Montaubai^ " ancb 
woit till rooming lights us ofcwavdi" 
h j£r ajiaseiKje yielded her hand*. - thougfe 
ktfrifaeaal fejfct uaarfsurfcd ;* and wiu?i& the 
efeipdndingtjfcti*ept > when the interne* 5* 
i^^nnH^drfepaqed their shadavty patbjt 

©-*> she: 
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* 

she started/ as though overwhelming dan* 
ger threatened* 

" How little do these woman's fears 
accord with former resolution !" softly 
observed Montauhan. 
• Though unmeant, Ermissende felt the 
reproach ; her spirit and her pride alike 
assailed, darted the electric flash of fire ; 
and vrith a glance of cold disdain, she was 
about to breathe retort, when from an 
ambushed shelter, a rude banditti rushed, 
and stopped their progress. Vain was 
the rash expedient of resistance; Mont* 
auban wa&o'erpowered ; disarmed, wound- 
ed, hi* eyes, half closed, rested on Ermis- 
sende ; and as his livid lips pronounced 
her nqme, anger, displeasure, yielded to 
Ibe thrtU of tenderness and love. Borne 
to the cavern-haunt of plunder,. for days 

he 
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he languished under the smarting anguish 
of his wounds ; yet was his mind at rest, 
for Ermissende tended his couch, and 
softened all : his sorrows. 

" Whither were you hastening ?" de» 
manded the chief of the band, as, wilh 
Montbelliard, he emptied a flaggon to 
the returning health of' Montaubzn. 
" Marry, but you had brave hearts to 
resist our numbers! 

'" We had nothing to lose/' said Mont- 
belliard — " When expectation closes, life 
has little to wish for/ 9 
1 « " Your blows were de?lt as though 
expectation was but newly opening/* 
rejoined the robber. " But say, my gal- 
lant hero, for as Far a living man, you 
fought bravely, has Fortune banished you 
herfaVoits? and has the world turned you 

adrift ?" 

* 

ft Even 
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.< " Eyea so," replied., M<mtMlkrS? 
" the fickle goddess ha? played its fake ^ 
and man— j — tf . ' • 

» 

" What if yoursweH <wir list?" inter- 
rupted the handit. Meatbelliard mused 
— «. Tw a life'of .hazard, but.'ti* a life 
of independence, ' K pursued the robber r 
"'. spirits like yours would nerve our 
strength, and Ae worWfe slights would 
give a just cause for vengeance.** . 

" True/' Said Montbelliard, stilt mu- 
sing. «. 

" Unanimity is our bond, ami courage 
mir reliance, V continued the chief;. c< and, 
for our treasury, it might woo a *|0+ 
narch's favour; years.ha&itijeenamassingi 
Come, your hand ; increase its stot*, and: 
you shall share the benefit" * . • 

Montbelliatrt *ex ten deck hi huukf but 
as he grasped the robber's, a deep, a sub- 



> 
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r 
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lie project pervaded his mind* a project 
more inviting than e'en the lure of casual 
depredation. Quick was the proposal 
conveyed; Montauban, alike a bankrupt 
in credit as in wealth, acquiesced, and 
•riot and intemperance sealed the bond of 
sworn fealty. 

Yet though the charm of novelty oft 
lures the eye, oft mocks the sense, Ermis* 
sende greeted not the new career of dan- 
ger; it was Hot guilt from which she 
shrunk appalled, but the rude uneourtly 
band, which, from the contrasting rem em- 
branoe of her former associates, appeared 
more uncouth, more unseemly. In vain 
Montauban urged submission, in vain It? 
argued the necessity of acquiescence. 
JErmissende was dispirited, ifchappy ;. she 
pined for change, she languished for 
the gaieties* tbe .refinemeiis of Paris ; 
t the 
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the cavern was a dreary grave to her 
prospects, and the undisguised admiration 
of a lawless troop but a faint tribute to 
her matchless charms, 

" Let us fly/' murmured the tempter, 
as she clung around the neck of the fas- 
cinated Montauban : « enriched with the 
spoils of plunder, let us forswear, let us 
tecape this disgraceful band/ 1 

" But how ?" demanded Montauban, 
as he strove to sooth her agitation; 
" how elude the hundred eyes which 
mark our movements ?" 

" By courage, by perseverance," re* 
plied Ermissende, " nay, by a thousand 
means which necessity and inclination 
warrant.** 

" Impossible," resumed Montauban, 
after the pause of a moment. " Newly 
initiated, the dragon-watch, suspicion, 

neve# 
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iiever slumbers, and death clones the 
slightest infringement of our oath." Er- 
missende shuddered. " We must retain 
the mask of seeming acquiescence/' con- 
tinued Montauban, " nor impoliticly arm 
the relentless hand of power/' 

Ermissende was submissive; through 
necessity she veiled her ieelings in the 
artful guise of soft allurement ; but ever 
did her truant mind spurn at the bonds of 
rude detention, and pant for pictured 
freedom. 

Warm iq the cause, and eager to sub- ' 
stantiate his courage and his fealty, Mont- 
auban pierced e'en the heart of dangers 
£*nd dared each stroke of fortune. It was 
in an enterprize, in which numbers and 
resistance combined to daunt the plun- 
derers' hopes, that Montauban 's single 
9Tm turned the fecale of victory. Tfot 

* assailed 



138 XpNFESStOKAI, 07 VALOMBRI. 

w 

assailed subdued, the treasure all their 
own, the Wounded bandit was borne to 
the c?\tern> the sad, the only drawback to 
thpir triumph.— That nigh): he died ; and 
ere the, morning sun blushed on the 
mountain's top, Moniauban was elected 
•t-MonJauban was chosen-»~Mo.ntauban, 
the once hopeful heir of title and of for- 
tune, the on<?e worshipped offspring of 
an indulgent father, received the oaths 
of sworn allegiance, and became the wiU 
ling commander of a fierce and lawless, 
band. 

* ■ 

From this period the long and smo- 
thered prpjects of Mont bell iard grew in* 
to form ; aided by an arm sa ttrongj so 
.firm, so .often tried, where existed the 
power to intercept the soaring Sights of 
his ambition — " Yes, I will tempt his. 
avarice/' he exclaimed ; " plunder shall 

•be 
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be the lure ;" and then his deep and sub- 
tle mind mused o'er the dark design* 
Ermissende, murmuring, dissatisfied, was- 
a necessary auxiliary; he knew she sway* 
cd the inmost soul of Montauban ; and to 
insure her interest was to insure success 
— " "Tis pity/' artfully insinuated Mont* 
belliard, as in the flower-bespangled val- 
Jey he wandered by the side of Ermis- 
sende, " that days, and weeks, and 
isonths should wear away in these inhos- 
pitable wilds!— Why should a gem so 
rich be lost ?" Ermissende started— Er- 
in issende's eyes were fixed upon him— 
" In Paris," he continued, " the admiring 
gaze woukLestimateyour beauties— beau- 
ties which here- ■ ' ■ •" 

u In Paris/' interrupted Ermissende, 
and deep was the vermilion of her cheek, 
" ah* would I were again in Paris!" 

"You 
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* " You may return there — you shall 
return there/' rejoined Montbellrard ; 
u nay, you shall outvie your former 
splendour, if " 

. Ermissende snatched his arm, for he 
paused as though in abstraction — €€ If 
what ?"she importuned. Still Montbei- 
liard was silent — " Take me from this 
odious solitude, point out the road to 
Paris, and though obstacles of giant- 
mould close upon the entrance, yet will 
I seek to surmount them/* 

" Can you be firm ? f * demanded Mont- 
betliard. 

4( Yes, as yon rocky base/' replied Er- 
tnissende, pointing to the range of clifis 
on the opposite side the valley. 

" Can you be silent ?" 

' *' As the grave/' was her response, 
. » 

Montbelliard gazed intently on her 

face* 
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face, yet did no varying tin! betray her 
feelings — " MonUuban and his followers 
once secure in our interest/' he resumed, 
" and splendour and fortune, honours 
and homage be our own/' 
♦ " Name that interest/' exclaimed Er- 
tnisseode, " and perish the influence of 
beauty, the power of love, if I obtain not 
bis permission !'• 

" Ours is a life of plunder," said the 
vary Montbelliard, tc and whether we fall 
upon the houseless traveller, or whether 
we attack him in his citadel, is iramate 
rial/' ■ 

€t True,'* said the attentive Ermissende ; 
+* proceed." 

€t In these lone mountains the duke de 
Vermandois sojourns — his wife— his uv- 
fonts* ."?"' " Mqntbelliard hesitated, f or 
Ermissende's features drooped in tatflue%^ 

AUa \ 



cc _ . 
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* Alas ! " she exclaimed, " what has the 
duke's sojournment at Vermandois to do 
with my return to Paris ?" • ■ 

" Much," rejoined Montbelliard, at- 
tentively marking each change of coun- 
tenance: " his wealth would purchase 
pleasures rivalling all our former splen- 
dour/' 

*' His wealth !" echoed the still doubt- 
ful Ermissende. 

" Our troop once safe within the cas- 
tle walls," whispered the count, u where 
is ; .the obstacle that bars my^-— -our path, 
to elevation ?" 

I will not dwell upon the doubts and 
fears, the half-yielding, half-reluctant 
scruples which, for a time, alternately 
swayed the mind of Ermissende, but will 
quickly pass to when the tempter tri- 
umphed, when mercy, compassion, and 

' every 
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every christian virtue yielded ta the? 
mafl, the intemperate love of pleasure 
and of admiration x 

" And will you ne'er renounce flic 
hand which gave you power?" demand- 
ed Ermisstende ; cC wiH you, when eleva- 
ted to the dizzy height of greatness, 
ne'er disdain Montauban's friendship?" 

€t No, beauteous Ermissende !" replied: 
MoTitbelliarcl, " Montauban shall be, as 
now, my friend— as now, the partner of 
my splendour." 

u Enough, 1 ' said Ermissende; " all 
doubt, all "hesitation ceases ; for Fortune 
smiled in favour when hither she insnared 



us." 



Artful were the blandishments of beau- 
ty to silence The shuddering scruples of 
Montauoan, subtle the wily casuisty of 
love, deep the studied aid of soft endear* 

meat 
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ment— Ermissende conquered. Mont- 
auban pledged himself, his troop, the 
ready instruments of .Montbelliard's ap- 
proaching greatness. A scheme so 
hazardous, so profound, required time to 
bring it to the ripening point of execu- 
tion ; nay, more, it required the aid of 
foresight and politic manoeuvring : to 
blind the eyes of suspicion, to silence the 
possibility of inquiry, Montbelliard was 
to quit the cavern, was to return to the 
haunts of society. 

" To your protection I consign my 
Ermissende," said Montauban, his re- 
flections closing in the determination of 
reconnoitring in disguise the approach 
and situation of the castle de Verman- 
dois, Ermissende started—" In safety at 
the cavern I cannot leave you,**pursued 
the thoughtful bandit, in reply JfeAir 
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half-formed objections ; " and should 
Fate design my fall, Montbelliard will 
be your friend/* 

" Yes, devotedly, eternally !" exclaim* 
ed thecotont; " Ermissende shall be my 
charge — Ermissende shall be——" 

u Your sister!* 9 fiercely interrupted 
Montauban* 

u Point out the sanctuary where I can 
deposit her/' said Montbelliard, divrpg 
at once into his suspicions; u and till 
you accompany me, we never meet.* 

Again Montauban was thoughtful ; 
then suddenly starting, he required of 
Ermissende the promise to tarry at the 
nearest hamlet, until the enterprize was 
aver. 

Thus arranged, thus secure beyond the 
possibility of discovery, Ermissende re- 
tired to the villa, which the foresight of 

#ql. iv. * caution 
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caution had provided ; and Montbelliard, 
enriched from the coffers of the banditti, 
plunged again into dissipation, wearing, 
under the mask of indifference, the 
ceaseless anxiety of suspense, apprehen- 
sion, and impatience. Nature was dead 
within him, for no relenting softness 
pleaded a brother's cause ; he pined io 
possess the title, the dignity of his ances- 
< tors; and though blood was the heavy 
purchase, yet did he not shrink from the 
attainment. 

But Montauban; the ready tool of bis 
secret machinations — Montauban, lured 
by promised recompence, spurred by 
the artful wiles of beauty, disguised, 
alone, visited the lonely pine forest 
which embowered the time-worn turrets 
of Vermandois. There the inventive 
brain of unrelenting villany planned the 

dire 
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dire share of quick destruction. 'Twas 

treachery, not strength, which wore the 

smiling promise of success; for the moat 

.1 
was deep* was not to be forded, and the 

outer walls impregnable. Montauban, 
versed in subtilty, practised in design, 
returned to his companions ; he spoke 
of courage, of mortal daring, dwelt on 
the golden bait of plunder, and revealed 
the long-projected enterprise; yet^iA 
he hide the name of Montbelliard, yet 
did he veil the secret spring of action. 
Bright flashed the blade of each un- 
sheathed cy meter, loud echoed the burst 
of acquiescence, the oath of unanimity 
— " Lead on, lead on !" was the mingled 
shout ; while Montauban, elated with 
success, exclaimed — " Courage, my brave 
compeers ! Vermandois ravaged — Ver- 

H 8 mandois 
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man do is desolated, becomes a future 
haunt, a shelter, and a safeguard." 

Lambalie, a long-tried, staunch, and 
trusted member of the troop, was quick 
selected, a ready actor in the treacherous 
drama. With artful caution he guised 
the blackening dye of villain, and with 
a seeming show of industry and honour, 
armed with the plaint of moving sorrow, 
lie repaired to the portal of Vennandois. 
Ah, fatal slumber of security 1 — fatal ex- 
tent of benevolence and pity ! The 
snare unguessed at, the serpent uncon- 
fessed, was admitted an inmate, was en- 
rolled a domestic of the household. 

Thus far secure, exulting in the pros- 
pect of success, the banditti panted for 
the hour of action — panted to reap the 
golden harvest of promised recompence : 

but 
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but Montaubon, more wary<— Montauban, 
doubtful even of Montbelliard's faith, 
determined again to hear the grounds of 
future expectation. Absenting himself 
from his astdcrates, he repaired to the 
known retreat of his friend. 

" Is it over ?" eagerly demanded Mont- 
belliard, grasping the extended band of 
Moatauban. 

" I am to share your wealth— I am to 
command your interest/' said Montauban* 
regardless of the inquiry. 

" A handsome sum shall recompence 
the service ; but for interest— inteVekt/' 
frcsttaling, " cannot aid ylkur present 
calling/' 

Fierce was the glance which darted 
frdm Montanban's eye ; yet did he check 
the impulse of bis anger, as coldly he 

n 3 resumed 
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resumed — u The free, the uncontrolled 
range of Vermandois is my own." 

" Has death then snatched the barrier?" 
questioned Montbelliard. 

" Your brother Jives!" exclaimed 
Montauban. 

" Lives!" echoed the disappointed 
Montbelliard. 

" But mark me, another week silences 
Jhis worldly cares." 

Montbelliard smiled; and then he list- 
ened to the ripening project, and then 
he acquiesced in all demands. 

But Montauban 's suspicions once rais- 
ed, were not to be appeased; the demur, 
the hesitation was conclusive ; convic- 
tion whispered, the heart depraved, needs 
a check to enforce obedience, and that 
check his busy imagination quick de- 
signed 
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signed — " Ungrateful wretch !" exclaim- 
ed Montauban, as musing o'er the past, * 
he retraced his lonely road ; " yes, I Will 
reserve a spur to enforce submission— a 
rod of iron o'er thy head, which, as my 
slave, shall bind thee." 

Instantly, from the dire list devoted to . 
destruction, the young St. Julien's name 
became expunged : it was not mercy, it 
was policy, which acting on the design* . 
U f ing mind of Montauban, rescued Ver- 
mandois's heir — rescued him to enforce, 
to strengthen the bond of sworn submis- 
sion — " He shall find," muttered the sul- 
len Montauban, " that I am no child in 
practice ; that as I am quick in design, 
so am I firm in determination/' 

The conflict once passed, the deed of 
murder once perpetrated, to escape the 
possibility of surprise, the danger of dis- 

h 4 covery, 
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covery, Montauban and his troop were 

to fly their hidden haunt* and sojourn 

•midst the branching intricacies of a ca 

vera, chiselled by Nature's hand, in the 

flinty bosom of a rock shelving the 

foaming bed of the Garonne**— a cavern 

long the rendezvous of the banditti, long 

the secret repository of their treasures* 

Thus arranged, Montauban, the third 

night previous to the intended surprise 

* 
of the castle, stole to the retreat of Er- 

missende. He found her impatient to 
hail the moment of enlargement — eager, 
panting to realize the anticipation of re- 
turning greatness : compassion pleaded 
not the cause of the oppressed); gentle* 
ness tinged 'not the sway of action. Her 
stern unbending spirit belied the out- 
ward softness of her form; for Nature, 
perhaps in sport, perhaps in contradic- 
tion, 



I *■ 
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tion, had cased a black insidious heart in 
the angel blandishment of meekness and 
love. 

*' And we remove from Gascony/' said 
Erniissende ; " we dissolve all connexion 
with the banditti ?" 

€t If our enterprize succeeds/' answer- 

» 

ed Montauban. 

'f Exists there a doubt?" demanded 
the half-alarmed Ermissende. 

" Not if all ears are alike deaf to the 
pleading call for mercy/* replied the 
chief. 

'** Then be the day dur own/' resumed 
the fiend-like Ermissende. " Bid them 
be prompt to execute the order, nor spare 
one of the race, no — no — not one. 
Montauban/' and she lowered her voice 
to a whisper, " death alone can seal % the 
secret." 

s 5 Montauban 
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Montauban shuddered in momentary 
hesitation — alas ! it was but momentary ; 
for the siren's .snowy arms were fast in- 
twined around his neck; and as she hid 
her dimpled cheek upon his bosom, she 
whispered, with a mingled smile of en- 
couragement and irony— "How little do 
these woman's fears accord vrith former 
resolution I" 

Montauban started — he grasped the 
hilt of his sword — " Ermissende, doubt 
me not/' he exclaimed ; " my courage is 
as potent as your sway !" 

u Then no relenting softness will wage 
against: our interest," rejoined Ermis* 
sende ; " no intruding pity will mar the 
elevation of our friend." 

" None, none," repeated the bandit. 

" How. will impatience mock delay, 
and pant to meet the hero !" said the fair 

enticer. 
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^ntfcer. " Montauban/' and she grasp- 
ed the hand, the finger, which the pledge 
of her first vows encircled, " here will I 
tarry until your wished return. When 
resolution falters, look on that ring, and 
think of Ermissende— -^-Ermissende, com- 
pelled by dire necessity to sojourn 
'midst a ruffian crew — Ermissende, whom 
courage, whom perseverance can restore 
to splendour." 

Montauban snatched her to his bqsora 
— Montauban, lost, entranced, pledged 
e'en his soul's eternal peace to woo the 
smile of favour. 

The night rose dark and stormy, as the 
traitorous band, in ambush lay within the 
clustering shadow of the pine forest: 
shrouded by thick and heavy clouds, the 
moon, in partial efforts, faintly gleamed, 
and then again was lost ; but not a single 

h 6 star 
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star spangled the hollow arch of heaven ; 
it seemed as though they shrunk dismayed 
from the dire scene of murder. The 
heavy clock, from the high turret of the 
castle, tolled the midnight hour, as Bf ont- 
auban stole from his covert. Panting 
for blood, with unsheathed blades, silent 
and swift the banditti followed: at the 
moat's edge they paused, and then Mont- 

• * 

auban, by a shrill whistle, gave the sig^- 
nal of approach. The drawbridge was 
lowered; Lamballe, their trusted emis- 
sary, opened the out portal of the castle, 
and soon the shrieks of mingled anguish 
and despair marked the dire reign of 
horror. Havock and murder spread 
around,, and darkness blended foe and 
friend. 

Momentary was the resistance of the 
Ill-fated duke de Vermandois : awakened 
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by the shrieks of the duchess* his head 
scarce raised from his pillow, hie hand 
scarce grasped his swoTd, ere it sank pow- 
erless in death, — The stroke was deep, 
was sure ; one hollow groan — one faint, 
one ineffectual struggle, and every pang 
was closed. In vain his frantic partner 
invoked the sure swift antidote to sor- 
row : tired of slaughter, mistaken mercy 
interposed, and dragged her from the 
lifeless body of her lord!, unconscious 
e'en of the existence of his offspring— 
she was secured within a hidden chamber 
of the castle, and left to the moaning$ 
of her own complaint. 
. 'Midst the load din of miagkd horror 
and confusion, Du Plessis rushed from 
the castle ; it was for life he fled — life, 

* 

Hatme'k charge, to which, almost in? 
death, we strive to cling. As he paused 

in 
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in the court-yard, dreading a dagger in 
- each coming sound, the moon, casually 
darting from its obscurity, reflected on 
the flying form of a female, vainly essay- 
ing to escape from the uplifted . blade of 
an assailant. The thought, the action 
was one ; Du Plessis sprang towards her, 
and as she sank beneath the stroke, he 
snatched an infant from her arms, ex- 
claiming, in a voice of seeming hoarse- 
ness — " Hold ! hold ! enough of blood ! 
1*11 plunge it in the moat !" and then he 
fled towards the drawbridge, and crossed 
it un perceived. • 

It was Louisine, the infant daughter of 
the murdered Vermandois ! But already 
has her preservation been explained — al- 
ready has. the humanity of Du Plessis 
been registered ; therefore return we toC 
the strides <tf villany, with horror . and 
' reluctance 
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reluctance to unfold the hidden deeds 
of Montauban. Selecting, the richest, 
portables in the castle, more effectually 
to colour the transaction, at dawn of day 
the plunderers quitted Vermandois, leav- 
ing Lambftlle bound, in politic compli- 
ance, with the small remnant of the es- 
caped domestics ; but more to tend on 
the captive duchess, whom a transient 
flash of mercy, in the relenting feelings 
of Montauban, had snatched rfotn death. 
Piercing the pine forest, wandering 
'midst the lonely passes of the Pyrenees, 
heading his followers, and watching hinvr 
self the unconscious heir of title and of. 
fortune*. • he reached the retreat which 
had long and successfully veiled the de- 
predations of plunder. It was a cavern* 
as I have before expressed, opening in a' 
rock which edged (he Garonne, and ex- 
tending 
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tending beneath the adjoining monastery 
of Valombre. Montauban knew it con- 
tiguous to the retirement of the injured 
D'Argenton, yet did his heart shrink not 
in reproach, yet did conscience upbraid 
not with dishonour. Ermissende was his 
own, and had she been 'purchased with a 
thousand fifes* momentary would hate 
•been the hesitation — Ermissende was his 
own, and the sufferings, th£ injuries 
of a brother, were unthought of — Ermis- 
sende was his own, and every other claim 
was obliterated. He wished to preserve 
the hapless heir of the murdered Ver- 
mandois, and what asylum could he find, 
more secure, more desirable, than the 
monastery of Valombre? yet he knew 
not how to introduce thq orphan — he 
knew not how to ensure the interest of 
the comntanity; and ta become the 

young 



80NPB6S10NAL OF VALOMBRE. Mil 

young St. Julien's pleader, was, judging 
by his own heart, to destroy at once the 
cause. 'Implicitly confiding in the pow- 
ers and decisions of Ermissende, his re- 
flections closed in the de terminal ion of 
leaving St. Julien, as the child of his 
adoption, at the cavern, of repairing to 
her retreat, of unfolding the secret spring 
of apparent mercy, his suspicious .of 
Monlbelliard, and his plan of retaining 
the unconscious boy, as a certain and se- 
cure means of ensuring the «kims of 
service. 

Panting again to behold the beauteous 
object of his undeviating affection, to 
breathe the gratulat'tona of returning 
splendour, he left the young St. Julien 
in charge of his associates, and quitted 
the cavern. With hasty strides he pur- 
sued the winding course of the Garonne; 
his 
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his eyes bent upon the earth ; his imagi- 
nation fearfully shrinking from the past, 
and wandering, in wild latitude, o'er the 
future. Not once did he pause, not 
once did he survey the grey spires of 
Valombre, far the exultation of success 
glowed up- i his cheek, and the corroding 
influence of remorse was not yet awakened. 
It was twilight when he reached the 
dwelling of Ermissende ; the moon had 
not arisen, but the bright star of even- 
ing shone resplendent in the heavens. 
Elated, he flew through the garden ; he- 
mounted the steps of the portico, yet did 
no gladsome sound salute his ear. He 
knocked impatient for admission ; and 
•when the door was opened, rushed into 
the hall, and hurried to the chamber of 
of Ermissende: but it was solitary — it 
was deserted ; no cheerful blaze enliven- 
ed 
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ed the hearth, or indicated the return of 
its mistress. In vain he called upon her 
name, in vain he searched each separate 
chamber; Ermissende was lost, was fled; v 
and racked with a thousand Tears, a thou- ' 
sand fancies, the almost-frantic Montau- 
ban, summoning the servant, sought an 
explanation. "Iwas then every warring 
principle of action rushed to his heart — 
'twas then he waged eternal enmity to 
power and to justice — twas then h« 
breathed the dire imprecation of revenge 
—for 'twas then he heard, that two nights 
preceding, sanctioned by the royal sig- 
net, the shrieking Ermissende had been 
conveyed from her retreat. 



CHAP, 



144 egyns&ioNAL or valowbb*. 

CHAP. VIII. . 

My thought! grow wild, ~ , 

And let in fears of ugly form upon me. Ot way.. 

Calmkbss, meekness, temperance, reigned 
in the monastic cell of Valombre ; but 
though the gust of passion was forbidden, 
though the principles of sublunary inte- 
rest were nominally expunged, yet will 
Nature linger in defiance of. severe deci- 
sion — yet, to the latest breath of vital 
existence, will she maintain her, pristine 
sway. The abbot St. Theodore, because 
the wild burst qf first-violated feeling had 
subsided, had yielded to the &oul~*00tb- 
ing influence of devotion, fancied thtf 
the* world, and the world's once-cherished 
claims, held no empire o'er his hearty 
fancied that contempt and injury, sorrow 
and persecution, were alike powerless to- 

» - yrouncL 
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wound. But alas ! the apathy of indiffe- 
rence reigned but in idea, and the lam- 
"bent flash of newly-awakened sensibility 
tinged his wan cheek, when his eyes, de- 
-cyphermg a letter sent by express to the 
convent, traced the well-remembered 
name of Ermissende. It was penned in 
all the delicate caution of friendship ; yet 
did its contents, freezing the current of 
hope, strike as a deathblow to his feel- 
ings. It stated that Ermissende, still an 
alien to virtue, had returned to France ; 
that no indication of remorse marked 
<jonrtrtf ion for the past, or amendment for 
the future; that -under the .blind infatu- 
ation of outraged affection, she lived the 
mistress of Montauban, and now, in the 
transient absence of her seducer, awaited 
him at a villa, a few leagues from Taras- 
con. 

Alas! 
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Alas ! how in one short moment did 
the actions of St. Theodore record the 
fatal return of interest ! — how, in one 
short moment, did the worthless, the un- 
grateful £rmissende, arouse him from the 
lethargy of feeling!, but still did reli- 
gion, still did devout inspiration, tinge 
each ideal exertion : it was to tear her 
from infamy — it was to save her soul 
from perdition — it was to remove her 
from the dire infection of sin, that oc~ 
cupied every energy of his comprehen- 
sive mind — it was not to see, but to save 
the woman upon whom he had once so 
fondly doted — it was not to persecute, 
_but to reclaim the woman whom Hea- 
ven's sanction had given to his love. 
Deep were his reflections, firm were his 
resolves; they were formed, they were 
designed in the long and sleepless hours 

gifted 
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gifted to repose ; they were sealed, they 
were stamped on the sacred altar of his 
worship. Not one particle of malice, 
not one instigation of revenge, decided 
his mode of conduct. 

He wrote to the monarch, whose friend- 
ship had shone on his worldly pursuits ; 
•he recalled to remembrance the sad tale 
of past sorrow — the treachery of a trust- 
ed brother — the desertion of a cherished 
wife : lightly he passed over the frenzy 
of his feelings, the long, the fearful lapse 
of reason; but dwelt with gratitude on 
the restoration of composure, on the 
ameliorating offices of religion, on the 
peaceful unanimity of his fraternity. 
Quick followed, in the letter he had re- 
ceived, the incursion on 1 his long-enjoyed 

» 

calm, the sad renewat &f agitation, of 

anxiety ; and the conclusion' conveyed a 

* petition 




j « 



i 
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petition for the removal of the fair au- 
thor of his calamity far from the snares 
of artifice, far from the corruptions of 
sensuality. He hinted the necessity fo* 
secrecy in eluding the hereafter-search 
of Montauban; and implored indulgence, 
that in the lenient order of Bena Copia, 
gentleness, not severe denunciation, 
might awaken the self-awarded restric- 
tions of penance* 

* He thought he knew the human heart 
—he thought it might be weaned, but 
not threatened—he thought it might 
live to conviction, though stubborn and 
dead to coercion and menace — he thought 
the true spirit of holiness, softly, mildly, 
gently instilled, might gradually recall 
the wandering mind, and restore it to 
unshaken virtue — " Yes, she will live tp 
thank— she will live to bless the saving 

clause 
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clause of mercy," he articulated, as, lit 
Ats w mind's eye," he beheM herbeatitietf 
veiled in the dingy habit of the'dnfcr^* 
" she will mourn the pait^hfe wiM c6tt-> 
fess the deeds of din, arfd, feyrdpiitfftttce, 1 
eourt the baloTdf favoltr. '♦Ptthi frdni 
the tempter^ wiles, her 'riattie IritrdWnce 
will yet revive"; and even MotHiifttft? 
with horr.or be remembered/* iM * : '* tM * 
Alas ! hefcnfc* nttftttfe dtflglfi)? AiRg- 
nant nature'of the Cfrce^htffcM^irot 
that art/thaft d«tgA : liitd SterapetieVfcrf 
action of the btfee-pteyful EMnissende, 
arid- rendered'her & *fflito£c6AVefft6 , tKfcr 
frovfery delusions bf Vice — fifelhew no< 
Sow deep she had' plfenged into the mares 
fcrihfetny— he knew not thatshe was the 
beguiling ffcnd, 6ven to murder. Affec- 
tion sttH Hngered, arid what* is hatf so 
palliatihg as affection^ St. Theodor*; 
-voL.lv;' i though 
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though the innate of a religious cell, 
though dead to the world, was alive to its 
influence ; and many a bitter tear did he 
shed at the anticipated sufferings of an 
ungrateful . woman, who, lost to princi- 
ple, to virtue, and to honour, had blasted 
his every hope of felicjty, and doomed 
the lingering span of his existence to so- 
litude and woe. 

. The reply was quick, was conciliating; 
jt came to announce the execution of the 
order— the eternal seclusion of Ermis- 
sende. Shrieking, reluctant, in the ab- 
sence of Montaubsn, she had been .re- 
moved from her retirement, and now 
buried in the profound seclusion of Bena 
Copia, under the name of the sister Lau» 
rette, was lost to every eye, save its holy 
inmates. Alas ! no religious zeal t in- 
spired her— no gleam of soul-soothing 

resignation 
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resignation augured the awakening dawn 
of peace : she was stern — she was proud 
— she was unbending; scoffing at the 
Counsels of the mother superior, and 
execrating the tyranny of compulsion. 
Sometimes perversely silent; sometimes 
cursing the secret power which had thus 
doomed her to a living death : now pe- 
remptorily abjuring religion ; and now 
defying its sacred ministers, and laughing 
at its threatened vengeance. 

St. Theodore trembled ; his hands were 
dasped, his eyes, were suffused in tears — 

* 

">Xost, lost Ermissende !" he ejaculated 1 ; 
and then he shuddered, for it seemed as 
though he had presumptuously limited 
the power of Heaven — " No, not. lost/* 
he resinned, as piously he crossed his bo- 
som; " the spirit of pure conviction 
cleanses the foulest deeds, and bleaches 

i 2 the 
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the blackest dye of sin, even, to the un- 
spotted semblance of drifted snow : ex- 
ample may yet soften the jarring princi- 
ples of action, and bend the contrite soul 
of Ermissende to gentleness and submis- 
sion !" 

Many days elapsed erfc the agitated feel- 
ings of St. Theodore returned to their 
native calm, ere, without the treacherous 
sigh of soft emotion, he could- breathe 
the prayer for Ermissende's conversion* 
ere, in the true spirit of Christian cha- 
rity, he could raise his eyes to the Throne 
of Grace, and pronounce pardon of the 
past. — Montauban, his brother ; painful 
was the task of forgiveness— -Montauban; 
who had probed his heart's quick, who 
had blasted his honour, who had insidi- 
ously stolen into his sanctuary, and viola- 
ted his dearest hopes; yet did he pray 

for 
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fotHnm; yet did he supplicate mercy; 
yet did he feel that general philanthropy, 
jwhkh glows in the heart of virtue, which 
tinctures k with the blessed calm of 

f&$e, with the, pure essence Of charity, 
; The vigil of Sti Fabian was closed; when 
the abbot quitted the chapel: fatigue 
courted the Seclusion of his eell ; languor 
telMshjed the social call of communica- 
tion ; <$Ieep hung heavy upon his senses* 
and the peaceful calm of forgetfulnes* 
premised a , short cessation from care ; 
bttt.nks !, that prate ke was as the feeble 
tenor of his former joys. He started at 
the eaft of the monk Bei&oKft, and list- 
fened to the urgent solicitations of an? 
intruding atft&ger with wonder and dia* 
may ;' hi* cheek Was pale* bis eyes, rtildiy 
fined \xpm the brother, ps be recited the 
focohete&t dttcoMifte <# the unknown. 

i3 "Hr 
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> " He is importunate/* said father Bet- 
solin ; " his breast labours with some 
secret sin, which nought, save the balm 
of confession, can ameliorate. He says 
lie is sorely burthened— that he is weary 
with toil and travel, and that peace and 
rest can ne'er revisit his wearied eyelids, 
until in your ear, reverend father, he has 
breathed the secret of his woes. I offer- 
ed tny aid, my prayers ; but both were 
rejected. He bade me hasten to you—*, 
he bade me rouse you from slumber-*- 
he bade me whisper the name of Eraus- 
tende." 

» The abbot started ; attention changed 
to agony ; every limb trembled, and 
every feature became convulsed. 

" Alas ! you know the stranger ?'* puis 
sued the monk; " perhaps connected, 
united, some painful link in the chain of 
misfortupe— — " y u No, 



u 
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No, no/* interrupted the abbot, 
** not connected — not united — but Er-, 
missende — what knows he of Ermisr 
sende ?" 

u You are ill — you are agitated/ 9 said 
father Betsolin. V Suffer me first " 

" Ermissende — Ermissende," again 
burst from the livid lips of St. Theodore; 
and then he sprung from the mattrasa, 
and grasped the arm of the monk ; ' but 
his feelings mocked the attempt, and 
gasping, almost breathless, he was again 
compelled to pause — "Holy Heaven I? 
he ejaculated, when a few swollen team 
gave relief to his pejit-up bosom, " how 
vain, how presumptuous is man, to arro*» 
gate an empire Nature spurns at ! Re- 
signation may soften affliction, but«fe 
btants not the keen edge of calamity ; 
it may, it does render man fubarau** t* 

*i4 the 



\ 
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tfce* Divine Will ; but surely/' and his 
clasped' hands were raised in pious ap- 
-peal, V tfeose keen> (hose poignant sen- 
sations, which the Creating Hand £agea- 
tfered^ are* not as symbols of weakness 
^wLw^rripg irresolution ! Where is th? 
Afra.nget?" again addressing the monk* 
t ^'Vlo the chapel/ replied father Betsot 
ha; V I hit him at 4he foot of the con- 
ifiessional, anxiously awaiting your apr 
^carance/' 

" Said he no more than Erimsseode ?" 
again demanded the abbot. The monk 
&esfeafi0dW Fear not/' pursued St. 
3Nft4ddarej " fortitude and resolution 
•harae otnqitered. I. am prepared to bow 
*» Helen's decrees— fear not," and h^ 
fcraoeA a, sickly smile; (i toy reason admits 
xnbfortuae a wholesome and necessary 
chastiseaDchtt-^'tk as medicine to the 

body, 



/ ; * 
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Body, ungracious to th**fct%* but salu- 

Father Betsolin extended the ring hcf 
had received from the imagined penitent. 
The abbot tool: it, gazed at it, and in- 
stantly his agitation returned: again his 
cheek mocked themarble's whiteness, and 
again his lip quivered with labouring 
emotion. He sank on his knees before* 
the little crucifix which hung at his 
bed's foot, and unmindful" of the presence- 
of the monk,, for many moments conti- 
nued wrapt in silent communion. Ri» 
sing with restored composure, he ex- 
amined the little bauble, and recognised 
the first pledge of early love, which, in a* 
ihoment of confiding tenderness, he ba<£ * 
placed on the finger of Erinissende: 'AL^Hfe : 
thousand doubts assailed him ; and qjiictt 
ihveatirig himsSf ih tHe «erger cloak. ,<,t 

** bis. 



■ 
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his order, he snatched the taper from the 
hand of father Betsolin, and hastened to 
the chapel. 



^H 



sx 



CHAP. IX. 

Ob 9 it is monstrous ! monstrous ! 
Metbought the billows spoke, and told me of it ; 
The winds did sing it to me; and the thunder, 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, prohounc'd 
The name of brother. Sha'kesfeajle. 



4 



I do not shame 
To tell you what I was, since my conversion 
So sweetly tastes, being the thing I am. 

Shakespeare. 

Not in ceaseless unavailing plaints did 
Montauban lavish the passing moments 
—not in the loud burst of unmeaning 
imprecation, or the deep malignity of 

revenge: 
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revenge : no, suspicion stamped {lie die 
of action— suspicion pointed to the clois- 
tered abbot of Valombre, and in one 
short hour the plan of procedure was 
arranged. Flying the deserted retreat 
of Ermissende, he returned to the cavern, 
his heart racked with disappointment, and 
his mind alternately agitated with hope, 
or depressed with despair ; now picturing 
Ermissende restored to his arms— now 
decking her in the chilling garb of rein 
gion, her beauty and her youth con- 
demned to solitude and woe— her sighs* 
her shrieks, and her reluctance, subdued 
by the coercion of power. Shuddering 
at the fearful sketches of imagination, 
picturing the abbot St. Theodore as the 
author of her removal, he determined t§ 
Visit Valombre, and accuse him of tb4 
theft. With ease could he penetrate the 

i 6 most 
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most bidden haunts of the monastery; 
for tke cavern, by a long and narrow as* 
cent, communicated with, the ruined 
archway, and opened tat th* foot of rfw 
belfry of the little chapel in the gandet* 
by ia/sec*et opening; 'or trap-door, curl-* 
busty crnitrivB^l, .and hid frbm external 
dbperivation by a square tablet of Pariait 
gsunbhe* apparently jekftsing the month of 
W sarcophagus,; Hotiand foftohat end 
tkb^ eotdmQmcatiob *>was. constructed^ 
Men tauten sought net 'to- discover: Na* 
*«iT5 ahad ietosseted (be cavern, but inge* 
baity bad ^framed tke spring, and ihduafr 
fyy : had hoi lowed the flinty steps, iv Hiding 
uputbets^epside of the al most-perpend^ 
©ular assent. At firtt, by this accidentally* 
41sto?4t<ed entrance, he thought to rush 
mfa the presence of his injured brother, 
and, by the %id of threats and entreaties 
•<- :»: ta 



to tobtoiii thr desired irafofmttfoit! but 

the dfead of observation* the possibility 

of the monto ditaoveriitg the secret pa** 

sage, and perhaps obstructing hjs retreat, 

baffled Jits pfett&ncterted ftcheme, and l$f* 

fciiri undecided. I&terett placed!? etrong 

gukrd o'et the life of the jroutig Sn, Ju* 

lien ; arid ttbe* e could <he more . effects 

iJJy {weaerve his charge than in the sqji+ 

Uwle «>? Val ombre? hitf life wj*b pk>l» 

eate wottH be preserved'; aitd, as cirf 

ch distances war ranted, he might hereafV 

ter become an offering to Heaven, or ai* 

feocoB&cioufe instiumdnf *f vengeance 

4>'er the head' of Montbelliard. 

Thus mentally arguing, Montaubatt 
closed in the. resolution of concealing 
the si Limbering St. Julien beneath hk& 
rouquelo, pretexting himself as a peiiiteft* 
liary at the :g rate of the monastery ^ am j 

openly- 
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openly claiming the benefit of confes- 
sion. Though the plan, no sooner form- 
ed than executed, closed, as the reader 
already knows, in the murder of St. 
Theodore, and the flight of the unknown, 
yet we feel it necessary, in the gradual 
solution of the* mystery, to follow his 
steps even into the corrfesstonal of Valom- 
"bre. Ermissende was the instigating fiend 
who fanned the burning fire of Montau- 
ban's brain — Ermissende, whom tnfata- 
ation and sympathetic guilt stamped as 
necessary to his existence. Impatient, 
almost to frenzied rashness, he awaited 
the approach of the abbot, fie heard 
him ascend the steps of the confessional ; 
yet his heart smote him not*— Ermissende 
hung upon his lips — hope glowed upon 
his cheeks. "lis true, with cautious eare 
he shrouded his features ; yet when the 



agitated 
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agitated accent* of St. Theodore, labour- 
ing 'gainst his feelings, reached bis eai^~» 
when the meek admonition for repent- 
ance, the pious hope of promised pardon 
was half prbnouribed, he dashed the up- 
raised cross from the hand of the abbot, 
and fiercely demanded the restoration of 
Ermissende — " Tell me/' he exclaimed* 
grasping the nearly-paralysed arm of his 
brother, " whither you* have conveyed 
her? 1 ' The abbot shrunk in horror— 
" Tell me/' continued the impatient 
Montauban, " how far the abuse of pow- 
er, violating the free right of electron, 
has dared to extend? 1 * Still was St. 
Theodore silent — u Hypocrite '."pursued 
the enraged bandit,/' discloJl the ac- 
cursed tale of treachery and violence, or 

Heaven's. sanctuary shall nit withhold 

>»» • . * 

* Treachery}" ; . 



my vengeance -. / 
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-■ '^ffteaeferiy/'tf repeated theabfeot, nt 
accents of firm reprehension ; " lost, mis-* 
guided being 1 is it far y mi to talk of 
treachery ¥'.* 

- Montanbda shruok from the, piercing 
eye of his brother : truth, conviction* all 
witnessed against, him,;., yet momentary 
vta* the pang of conderanation^-inoBieji-- 
tary i he indication of temorse ; qgaia he 
toatched *h* ■' **rge chads . of the abbots 
and Egain, mirth , bitten imprecations,, ho- 
demanded wheue Entiissende* was Gon- 
sealed ?;-'.' I* . i* . • ' <» « 

: '' She?is reit4iv\'ed from the:cot)tamina*t 
ridn <,ofc gfciit/' <SoIdiy;*eplied St. Theo4 
done ; : ,"• she is securely hid from the 
most vigihmt inquiry /* 

- " Yon confess then the knowledge of 
hec removal ?f said Montaubaa. . r * - ' 

" More/ much raore/'eagedy -exclaim* 
•'•'••■'"' e± 



- ■ — 
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• * » 

cd the superior— •" I glory in having 
snatched her from the shackles of sin : 
example can no. longer vitiate : oh, no/' 
and piously he crossed his bosom, " the 
mild admonitions of charity, the persua- 
sive eloquence of virtue, is all that now 
can rea^h her ear — is all that now can 
assail her heart!" 

•• Moutau ban started— 'Montaubaq's hand 
grasped the dagger-*-" Name her retreat ? " 
he importuned — " name the hidden deq 
of penance, or dread the appalling thun* 
der of my wrath ? Think not to daunt 
me— i your oowl is no* safeguardn-L hay 5 
forsworn every claim of nature, and of 
habit. Tremble, weak fool ! for incline 
lion is my Jaw, and my authority owns 
no limitation/' 

*' Your power is, as youtselfc subset* 
f lent to the will of Heaven," meekly re? 

plied 
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s 

plied the abbot. " Alas ! 'tis for you to 
tremble — you, sacrilegious blasphemer f 
for the hour will come, when the fearful 
record of the past shall be as the black- 
ening fiat of the future." 

It is useless to expatiate upon the in- 
creasing rage of Montauban, or the firm 
defiance of St. Theodore ; the one was 
dead to mercy and compassion, the other 
to personal fear; and not till the stroke 
of death was aimed — not till the bright 
blade of the dagger was sheathed in the 
virtuous bosom -of the superior— -not till 
extended, lifeless, he lay at the murder- 
er's feet, did the horrid, the accursed 
deed burst on his senses; then his heart 
felt frozen to ice — then his eyes were 
wildly extended — then his hands were 
clenched in agony and woe. But too 
late was contrition ; past was the power 

of 



A4«^flA^^h*J 
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of reparation ; the confessional was 
stained with the still-streaming blood of 
the abbot, and the functions of life were 
closed. 

Montauban dropped the unconscious 
heir of the already-murdered Verman- 
dois ; the child shrieked — that shriek ba- 
nished the numbing torpor of inaction, 
and reedled the necessity for exertion— 
that shriek closed in the faift&ft'siep of a 
pursuer, dnd filled the coward-soul of the 
fratricide with horror and dismay. Like 
Cain/ hell in his heart, and the bleeding 
form of St. Theodore in his eyes, he fled 
the confessional, hurried'from the chapel, 
nor paused till he reached- the ruined 
archway; then, as he had previously 
planned, he blew * shrill Wast on his 
horn, and instantly the trap-door was 
raised. Pale, shuddering* he rushed down 
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ihe steps, nor e'en .to the qi^ions of 
his associates returned an sreswen 
* It was long ere riot and intemperance 
banished the appalling remembrance of 

the confessional qf Ki*tow$r£— ere-in steep 

* 

he lost sight of the nyu^^dform of his 
Mother — ere in day 's meridian splendour, 
the last sigh, the last lingering struggle 
x>f life was effaced* : P^ace vm.'etmmvjfij 
|)©is<w^d-M-ta>p* was eternally fled — Er~ 
cnssende was lost for ever, and without 
her, joyless was the promise of wealth. 
}Jot the voice of friendship .^o^ld tempi 
him from Jus haunts* — not the ^lJUur^t- 
ments of gaiety could induce him to lore* 
go the dangers and hazards of his oocu* 
pation. The uncoiUjrouJed pursuit? of 
pto^p^^e; uncijrbei fo&ucfe of a 
freebooter's life^ited his rustles* spirit 
and gave a ceaseless spur to bi&eKejtiof*^ 

Montbelliard* 



j 



AfdHtbelliard', the unsuspected tfepre* 
sentative of his anoestorial '■ dignities; 
with well-assumed regret, mourned the 
fetal extinction* of the murdered family 
of Yertnandois, and, with* seeming hor- 
ror, coridemned the s<Jene of carnage I* 
desertion' and solitary neglect. *k* • « 

The castle* was secretly invested in tfc* 
hands of Mdfetsiufcaii, and befeme a 4t¥ong 
eitadel • oP4*fetice: rfid & de*p an&fcfl* 
most impervious wilds, ttie eye of v suspw 
eion ne'er "peered within itt time^jflcruk-> 
fed barttiemeriis ; and juttto* i>ikiittc 
evadftd, because compasiioh terftafed **} 
to freedom those rwbom feitfeftty led 
within Hfe shelretv 

- Though 6*c*ttu»i arid successful villany 
tad thus sfectitely placed MontbeUrefttiit 
thceeat of bfe ambition — though the title 
+f ctufce de Vermaudois, souoding -on his 
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ear, fed the secret exultations of his 
pride, yet did fear, the natural conco- 
mitant of guilt, picture a thousand dan- 
gers — augur a thousand improbabilities. 
Suspicion eyed e'en Montauban with 
doubt; and sordid avarice, and unac- 
knowledged interest, became the iitiagin- 
ed motives of his action — " Fool !*' mut- 
tered Yermandois, when listening to the 
detail of murder, he heard the ill-feted 
duchess still existed. The crimson flush 
of anger dyed the cheek of Montauban 
-— " It js mistaken mercy," pursued the 
duke, softened at the glance. Monteu*, 
ban was still silent ; he suppressed h» 
rage, nay, smiled in acquiescence— " Di«? 
vested of every external benefit/ 9 pur- 
sued Vermandoisf, lured in the toil, " e*H 
fctence is but labour, and life a cimer-* 
what if we become the instrument* of 

mercy ? 
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mercy ? Surely, my friend, the heart 
feels no reluctance in the relief of mi- 
sery." 

" As how?" demanded Montauban> 
apparently ignorant of the allusion* 

Vermandois hesitated for a moment ) 
then with a half smile rejoined— 1 ' Why 
did your daggers slumber ? Our safety 
lay in exterminating, and one is spared, 
perhaps to betray the plot/ 9 

" Laraballe is wary," replied the ban* 
dit; " a captive cannot witness, against 



us/' 



" Her tears may withdraw the bolts,** 
fearfully observed the duke: " should 
beauty overthrow fidelity, where lies our 
security?" 

" Judge his hea,rt by your own," iron- 
ically exclaimed the chief, " and rest 
assured, humanity is subservient to inte- 
rest." Still 
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Still Vermandois was dissatisfied : hif 
sanguinary mind pictured safety but in 

the murder of the unfortunate duchess, 

» . . . 

and eagerly he sought to infuse the like 
apprehension ;* yet was Monlauban alike 

» • 

firing alike Immoveable to.bribery or me- 
ila'ce. In the cloister of Valombre he 
had securely deposited a sure scourge to 
punish ingratitude; and in the benefit 
of past services, he felt a sufficient claim 
to command the interest of Vermandois's 
prosperity. 

" One would suppose you a novice,* 
said the duke, as Mont an ban prepared to 
deparf, u passing/ as it were, o'er a sea 
of Blood, to shrink from a blot so trifling." 

" Rest satisfied with that sea/' sternly 
replifed the bandit, '" or shed the blot 
Jooirself*' ' 

4t Doubt not my liberality/* reurged 

Vermandois ; 
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■ 

Vermandoi* ; " tax the extent of my 

power j name but your price, and ■ * 

." My price," pointedly intemlpted 

Montauban, u i* that which you tcannotf . \ 

■ 

command— gratitude" . Verraandois he- 1 
sitated ; then would have resumed, tmfc 
Montauban checked him— " I know the 
selfish motives of your actions/* he con* 
tinued ; " I know also,*' within exulting 
smile, " nay power over you—you are 
my slave; — nay, do not Start; and when" 
you seek to' break your shackles, theii 
shall you feci the iron gyves which hold 
you.'* > \ ■ • "» m v. ,-S 

In vain Vermandois -endeavoured *o* 
resol ve Mon tauban's threat ; doubt ctosed* 
each effort, and fear, with ihydra ; train/ 
assailed the crime-erected foundation of* 
Ji is greatness. The life he sought Co takfe* 
suspicion whispered ant offering to po^ 

vol, 1*. k licy, 
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ltey, not compassion ; and as his jaun- 

f diced Imagination pictured, in the cap- 

j tfvt duchess, the security of the bandit's 

i boasted triumph, he determined to tempt 

J Mttie readier tool to subvert liereafter- 

! malice. 

» 

\ • Disguised, unattended, he stdle from 

the splendid scene of his excesses, and in 
tfre known absence 6f the banditti, re- 
paired to the '• castle de ; Verihandok 
Soon did the glittering lure of gold sub- 
due the half-formed scruples of Lam- 
Balle: secrecy and solitude aided the 
design :' tio tongue could whisper the 
tale, Jor no eyepsave Heaven's, witnessed 
the transaction. The duke quitted the 
qastle;; and in .the dead of night, when 

* Sorrow claimed; in sfeunber, . a* shcfet ces- 

sption, the 5 murderer siole into the hidden 

chamber of his unconscious victim, and 

K ; a . pledged 
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pledged 4\is «oul for gold. Short w 
the struggle — dejrth stole on sleep,-aod 
memory and^woe; were passed. JUm- 
ljalle drpaped ta)F a^Ureeluig . dgggert 
%ttd tt™sti»g.«he b#dy ioto,>s(icl,<lr»s» 
gedJt.SXfl |tlWiiHiil»of,A»eastl«j.»n4 
cctnsignf d it *o tbajgraye precaution had 
ijready M«gv fi«t , (tisHglf ii>«s W4 
{ron) jfiew^hoHghjftie earlIi,<iWl.ujx)a 
jhc,J#eiiiijg,)fl((i)„ etUl^fbonswd «toi 
4,«Wi*'W*d Iff ..#<,»l<Wg\the|g^>omH« 
fhpusaad voices to jftpcJftinMtie deed of 
tMfcWWs; T*e(»Wi*g' i# 'fl«d. «b« 
*»«!»»!■. ,**■«' Itw cbwtw.ebsw wer# 
«lft« ..iPJWfiJsd.' ww «BWl woa* ih 

tejif OfKh, . Po}<j, cottld ,»M total the) 
wounds of consciencc-r-goW could not 
ci«»M* the bUclwoinp mildew of tin. 
Ue received fte .purchased •#*; but 
• « still 



i&§ CONFBSSIONAL Of VALOMBtk. 

strll the murdered image of the duchess 
everywhere pursued hhn: 
~ Training a tale of her decease, he re* 
turned to Ike haunts of his colleagues. 
He sought to dissipate reflection in the 
maddening revel— he joined in each en- 
terprise of danger — he clung to the for* 
tune of Montauban ; hut still the rest of 
peace' never, for one instant, visited his 
oare-woto feelings, or calmed the tenors 
df his soul. At night he was the starting 
slave of fear, in the noonday-beam he 
trembled at the coming hours of dark* 
ncss ; for ever does guilt, " like brain- 
sick frenzy, m its feverish mood, 'fib the 
light 1 Art vtffh Visionary terrors, sjbd 
Shapeless forms of fear/' 

Years v elapsed, and Montauban still 
headed *ha> adventurous - troop ; still, 



sitting 



*>: 
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afeting the incitements of the world, led 
on to danger, and gloried ix\ their i©v 
creasing hoard of treasures. Casual were 
his interviews with Venuandois, for the 
dtfkey secure in his, possessions, dead to 
the apprehension of change, forming, 
new projects, *ad mew associates* strw* 
to banish* the baneful remembrance of 
past services; pltuigiggi i a riot, %ud 
licentiousness, J*e. pursued, : the < delMdiflg 
career of pleasure, «hI vainly essayed fo 
drown iti intoxicating revelry, the bipod- 
sfainect steps of his elevation: Some- 
tunes, when treachery or secret, strength 
were required to forward his designs,, as- 
suming the mask of unanimity, he wquld 
steal to the shelter of. the cavern; but. 
qftener, for months, nay, for. years, did 
all intercourse and all communication 
dumber. 

k 3 Montauban* 
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•Montauban, whose friendship* through 
the inattention and sordid actions of the 
duke, had ehanged to indifference, at- 
most to dislike; was not to be blinded by 
the artifice of the world : he smothered 
ever the contemptuous sneer; but in- 
wardly exwhed in the poMey which; trea- 
suring the rightful* heir of Vertmandois, 
invested in his hamJs fhejpdwer of futore 
puftishment. With eager #ye did he 
inark the gradual growth ^f our hero; 
often piercing into the garden of Vakim- 
bre, and, by aid of the secret passage, 
diving into his cast of character. He saw 
MOtto, unfixed, the creature of each sue-' 

* * 

ceeding whihr, Swayed by impulse, hur- 
ried away by feeling. Exulting in the 
attained knowledge, for already, in idea, 
had he moulded him to his interest-—* 
already had he subverted every, nofcte 
r • propensity, 



tr * 
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propensity, and stamped him the willing 
tool of his vengeance; he fancied that 
temptation would easily overthrow the 
early-erected basis of morality, and thit 
once removed from the dull exercise of 
devotion, the cramped principles of na- 
ture would find scope for action. Doubt- 
ful how to proceed, whether to leave 
Thtodoife in the monastery, to permit lis 
sinking the victim of his enthusiasm, ot 
whether to remove hiai to the cavcrA 
and, by indulgence and conciliation^ to 
\vin him to his purpose, Montaubanvain*- 
ly sought to resolve. Long had Verman- 
tlois persevered in silence, yet were his 
remittances regular, his promises unbro- 
ken ; but neglect, irritating the proud 
spirit of the bandit, filled him with ma* 
lice and indignation. He pined to en- 
force the galling joke, of his authority $ 

&4 he 
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he pined to tell him that as he had eleva- 
ted, so was his the power to debase. 
■.. . Short was the lapse of irresolution — 
lamballe, who had long wooed the spec* 
tie melancholy, and shrunk from the ri- 
dicule of noisy insensibility, who had of- 
ten lingered beneath the walls of Valom- 
bre, and listened to the sacred psalmody 
of the fathers, who had caught the infec- 
tion bf piety, and nursed it even in the 
4$q of/phindee — Lamballe fled the autho- 
rity of Montauban, and eluded his most 
diligent search, Actuated by a new and 
-hidden motive, he shrunk within a rocky 
excavation of the mountain, patientlyi 
awaiting the relaxation of pursuit,, and* 
barely supporting nature with haws, and. 
such wild berries. as the adjoining heights: 
produced. Difficulty and endurance 1 
changed not his firm resolves; the hour, 

i • * of 
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of remorse was arrived ; conscience,, with 
keen and persevering reproach, recalled 
the past, and pictured mercy but in the 
atoning exercise* of reparation, Alas ! 
reparation reached not the silent grave 
—reparation expunged not the blood of 
innocence : true ; but the compassion* 
the forbearance of Heaven owns no HmiJ 
tatton, hears the fervent offering of con-' 
trite sin, nor enjoins what the weak 
efforts of humanity cannot practiyu 
Humbled to the dust, Lamballe fancied 
the cherub-mandate of repentance reached 
his ear, and he raised his dim eyes in 
hope. Bitter was the self-awarded pe- 
nance ; it was to clothe his gaunt limb* 
in the coarse serge of religion — it was to 
die for ever to enjoyment — it was to re- 
turn to the sad scene of his miqnitie*— 
it was, without vemimam, to watdi Ifce 



► 
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tfose of each successive flight, to watck 
the rise of each successive morn, by the 

Bet! on which his victim had slumbered; 
i * 

in the chamber stiH stelifted with his vic- 
tim's bfood; nay/further, it was to guard 
the life of innocence — it was to warft the 
unwary of danger — it was ; to save the 
confiding traveller from the swords bf 
his hte associates — it wasr to cleanse fh* 
foul ^catalogue of his owft crinies by per- 
se'verrng mercy, by ceaseless* pftfyejh, by 
contrition, by tears. Desirous'ofsWi&g* 
the blessed promises • or : pstrdbiif, eVferif 
^fith the relentless iastigare* o'nfee'tfhiiM 
der, he conveyed a shbrt transcript of W 
feelings to-the'dt&e de Verhtahfois, efc- 1 
horting him to repentance* <frweTK*i£ oft* 
the frail tenure of hi& possession the* 
delusions, the false pleasures onfife ^tfotfft/ 
and the black, the o'erwhefrftfng hod* bf* 

* approaching 



approaching retribution. Carefufly he 
feonceafed the intended scene of his p** 
nance ; and concluded with again admo- 
nishing him to appease, while jet in his* 
power; the wrath of offended justice. 

Hurried away by suspicion and frenzied 

« 

fear, Vermandois traced an- arraigned 
hot an exposttslator, in the self-condemt*- 
kd LambaHe; anch instigated by the hope 
of checking, even by a second murder, 
the exposure of his crimes, besought the 
presence of Mbntatiban. Short was the 
'conference ; yet did it end in reproach^ 
fn mutual invective — Sfontauban played 
the tyrint ; and the duke, uncorisrfons oJT 
bis power, accused biih with ingfatittsdd 
They parted — Vermandois alive to appfr£L 
pension-— Montauban muttering reverige. 
<> * It was ffiat same nigfrt, stBt under thfc 
iattaenct tf -. fMMflv • that fte baitfdi^ 
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■ 

gtfised jtt a father of Valombre, peaetta* 
ted within the cloister ; that planning a 
thousand schemes of introduction, he 
4 tod eveo on the .grave, of .hit mnrdeiaed 
brother. Momentary was the shudder of 
his* fe^ings; smiling at self-nominated 
.weakness, he turned from the direction 
of the confessional, and then starting,- He 

« 

shrunk within, the gloomy shadow of .an 
arch, for he heard an approaching step. 
His heart throbbed with exultation, his 
cheek glowed with imagined triumph, 
for, by the moon's chaste beams, he dis- 
tinguished, in the intruder, Theodore— 
St. Jniien— -the lawful heir of Venrian- 
doi&. His saw him approach the gra^eof 
Jbt late abbot— he saw him kneel by the 
)«de— he saw him recline his head against 
ibe railing : now wan the aaoment -to 
elaim the >eins «f lantiinmy^o ptr&ade^ 

to 




/ 
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U> arwe^ to bind him la obedieMe; At-. 
r£ady<feas the interview been recited-*—: 
^Jr^ady has the frtfuf machinations of 
Montaubdn been* portrayed/ The reader 
may remember the long struggles of the 
youth— may remember, that fears for the 
safety of his friend and preceptor, father 
Betsolin, alone forged the shackles of 
slavery. The dread of discovery drove 
the bandit from the chapel; and retiring 
through the hidden entrance, he secretly, 
exulted in the prospect of a new prose- 
lyte. 

< Months wore away in the trrecoluttai 
of Montraban ; lie wished to try the cou* 
rage, the perseverance of our hero* 
by r policy, progressively to steal i 
confidence; he wished to subvert the 
early-instilled principles of edition, 
^nd io implant hi* own rule *f *cli*n, 

the 



" v. 
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' the unHifti ted sway of inclination. But' 
the 'firm precepts of motility werfc not 
to be overthrown :* Theodore 1 was no 
changling : fear had, in Some degree, 
stamped his conduct subservient to the' 
aftifhofitv of Montauban ; but his mind* 
defied subjection : he was ebedfent where' 
sift threatened not to> rute; ' bu* where* 
falsehood, where impesk ton" Were to be 

* * • 

jfractised, he became immoveable and de- 

- Ditrjng the long ptrlddt ef< torture, 6f 
ceaseless regret and apprehension, •the 4 ' 
jferiod hrwhtofo Me WaV eentfemned' W 
smother the* weigh* «f ebreyftm* eten to) 
the eatfy Jrfead erf 'ftfe-youth, io assume 2 
rt»e cMWing'HoiKl jiff reserte, MontaTifcin,! 
id hi» casHfil vttits* at rfie castle de Ver*-> 
«*»itt*hi-feir>tb%t toorage itfayfce iub-> 
dMWdft tbaf anvfetil tMtteUfice ttbaittsf 

'» DO- 
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-ho safeguard against itself. Infos the* 
that :t he itachiraal perambulations of thr 
dpgumd and periiteftt Lambatle filled 
the chief with dismay*— it waft then that 
spectre appearance, (hat his sergr 
, hisicottl **>d scapular, rtcnUed the 
voi\fes6Wfi(il of Yalotnbrty ami bent, eve? 
ttk woman's vneakftess,. the once-hairieiie^ 
the dnee*darirtg spirit off <NLonta*ubaife 
General wasthe dtem*yi ighicfr per*ad*$ 
the troop, and that dismay was a*. * fl&far 
guard tot theipemtent, for :it ,el}e«ked , tb* 
peering a* ruAhy. .af «!ri<»t)*$ ^wkwl^i? 
dtekaefe wiled' the 1 .fate *£ Kattsr*> left 
ever the eastern. side of tfte eriatfe ft ee < I* 
nattge;: 'G&riMnfin^>cmirage.fro« the^im' 
becliity of the bandrftviana&ell*; mQuht 
sdmetfate».ifant tbenrr; sestet r hatintvarai 
In deep qi>4; billwr ac&tntb 'dated no* 
)H%ixmt; iban qftewi^*tt.(wi^>p«to 
i.j vilege 
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vilege of repentance ; sometimes, in his 
Tear of defection, he would flit across 
their path, and 1 seek shelter in obscurity. 
Montauban, fearful, by opposing Theo- 
dore's intended mission to the convent 
of Bcna Copia, to betray the long-con- 
cealed secret of his influence,' fearful lest 
the scrutinizing inquiries of the monks 
should dive into withheld confident*; 
and sever the bonds of his authority, as- 
sented to the youth's requested permis* 
ston to depart ; and tracing no change of 
circumstances in the transient change of 
initiation, removed, during hir absence, 
t* the castle of Vermandois* 

Thither chance, or destiny, tended the 
Ibetsteps of our hero ; and craving shei^ 
ier for the night, he was admitted. As 
fct followed the surly fiandophe atrose 
Ac court-yard, entering, aa it were, into 

the 
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the den of death, Lamballe, unpercei ved/ 
beheld him with compassion. Acquaint-' 1 
ed with all the intricate winding's of the 
castle, he stationed himself in the passage, 
leading to the assembling-chamber of the 
banditti, and when lingering behind hfc' 
guide, warned Turn, in low but impressive* 
accents, ~ of his danger. The penitent's 
intended exertions to save the life of 
Theodore were unnecessary, for Mont- 
auban, recognising the youth, warded off 
the blow of death, and guarded htm with 
safety from the castle. 

It was during Theodore's short imprfc 
sonment in the turret- chamber, wben ,; 
Montauban, anxious for his safety, gate 
him to the charge of Barnardhie, that ; 
Lamballe, overhearing their disfcofcrse; * 
formed a just estimate of the policy of tW* 
bandit, and therclaim Theodore h*M *ip*v 
« • . . on 



SHU> CONF5SSI0NAL OP VALOMBRB*> 

op bis favour. He hcai;d Bamardine Ex- 
patiate upon a late interview with the 
duke de Vermandois, and Moptaubao, id 
sppwer, laugh at, and defy., the threaten- 
ingi of hisr rage. He fieacd him say, and 
exulting was the accent of his voice* that 
o'er Vermandoisk head he'held an iroa 
rod^ which , blasted all hi? powers; *nd 
then again he. gave a strict and sacred 
charge to guard the youth from barm ; 
and concluded with—" Itll safe within 
hfs doi#er~vri$Qn, nar^f&rprise nor gto* 
rtf be our care." It was conjecture all ; 
y*t did LambaH^'s invagination trace in 
tjiig stranger-youth the rightful heir iof 
Vermapdois— trace the real . motive ef 
Montauban's mercy, and the secret tie 
which bound his interest. 
* On the night previous to Theodore's 
Yeraoval to the cavern, the 4uk8 4 de Ver- 

maodois, 
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mandois, in a moment of exigence, re- 
paired to Montauban for advice and stiCr 
com\ Passion had spirited him 'tin* to 
injustice and cruelty. Pleased with the 
youth, the beauty, the external graces of 
Lonisine, bb bad torn her from the pro* 
lection of her reputed father, and in; the 
intended vidtim to perverted love, 4iad 
discovered the providentially-preserved 
daughter of his murdered brother. With 
fcrafey design he concealed frdm thcr ban* 
dit the knowledge of existing circum* 
stances, lest, by ah unreserved disclosure* 
he should be providing him with arms 
against himself. With specious policy 
he represented Lou i sine as' one in whose 
breast imagined injury bud awakened the 
dire malevolence of revenge ; and cotf? 
eluded by warmly soliciting- the -eounfit) 
of his long--neglected friend, 
i Montaubaa* 
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Montauban, with cold indifference, 
listened to the complaint. 

iC You must did me/* said the duke* • 

♦ 

" Must," repeated the bandit. 

" My interest, my safety, my Kfie is at 
stake," pursued the agitated Venaandois 
— ? tis you alone——" .... 

- " Can a defenceless, friendless girl 
thatteryour fortune, wage against your 
interest ?" interrupted Montauban. 

- * * Yes, she can destroy my ambition/* 
unguardedly exclaimed Vermandois ; 

"she can "and suddenly be paused, 

for the fixed glance of the chief recalled 
recollection, 

< "* Proceed/' said Montauban. 

«^ 

" She xan/* hesitatingly resumed the 

'duke, * Mast my approaching felicity — » 

ihe can— she will poison the mind of the 

lady Juliette, and break off mir intended 

nuptials/' "You 
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" You wish her removal ? M asked the 
bandit—" yoa wish her securely placed 
beyond the possibility of seeing the lady 
Juliette?" 

Vermandois grasped his arm— Ver- 
mandois lowered his voice to a whisper 
— w I wish her life," he articulated ; " not 
even her eternal imprisonment can sa~ 
tisfy me— she must die— your daggers 
ere now have been purchased : mark me, 
Morifaoban, she must die— aid me, and 
name your recompence." 

For a moment Montauban hesitated > 
then seemed to yield. The interview was 
long; it closed in reconciliation ; and at 
night part of the banditti, repairing to 
the villa of the dnke, removed Lonisine, 
as has been already related, to the castle 
de Vermandois. There * thee peniterftf 
Lamballe discovered, aided, soothed hep 

. —there. 
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t-there, at flight, whep the appffSVh °f 
IwidoJphe was>np loflgej tp bedtgajfcd* 
ha visited the grate of ; h$r <tyr^p,cwn* 

** » « * 

and breathed the assurances of ittfpresf 
aod exertion. Bi^al^! ine$ectw^I vp re 
Hi* .attempts, at.de^ye*j|nee,; bjs ; Spectral 
appearance seqJdint^K^etbpfb^itti;. 
but though, .kpoflwn^iiacji i«t*ica$e w^d-. 
i»g o£the casde, He . /Wild . -appear fttd, 
4isap^^R »lmost Hi a >jre*t£, ypt cpujdt 
fce 410* sever, the irpn,;Ww.:of -<tetenUpn, 
nor emancipatethe desponding victim of 
^atMelty aHd f in>stice,. , . ,» ; 

Jl>e,«rr«al 4»C Theodore at the <&& 
guie* Jurp to Jus idsas, ;gay*! wlour : t« 
fcfe hepfip ; Theodore, the nominated t spft 
of A^nfauban— rjh^odore, whosp sensi- 
tive l>eart thrpb^^ ever with humanity 
and feeljng, , It w^ long ere ^Umbalk 
could eflfecj tbq design h$ mediated,; 
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yet did he continue to visit the turret, 
tuid at the grate £o whisper to the de- 
fected captive, not only the existence of 
a friend, but also to cheer her heart with 

• * * * 

the promises of approaching ' exertidiL 
But during these days of persevering 
l&nxiety, forming and rejecting a thodsantt 
schemes, not one jot did* he relax in his 
^elf-awarded ' penance : the' nights weife 
passed rri wandering, lamentation, 'abb 
^oe ;softiethriei by the unmarked' graVte 
in which the murdered form of thedu&f- 

■ 

* « 

ess mouldered ; and sometimes in tracing 

< « » 

*the tardy progress of moaning, fief grey 
eye piercing within the blood-stained 

scene of his atrocities. Not till tfte 

• ■ . .... 

iil£ht, when the alarmed Montauban, ter- 

fifted at the appaHing denouncements of 
» * . * 

the pretended spectre, fled his own, and 

.sought safety in the chamber of our 

- hero. 
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hero, did the pursuit of the undaunted 
Theodore, through the corridor and down 
the staircase, inspire Lamballe with the 
desire of luring him on, and, by persever 
ring in his assumption of supernatural 
power, leading him even to the grated 
prison of Louisinc. He did soothe sad 
tenant of the turret was revealed to the 
knowledge, of? Theodore, was entrusted 
to his protection, and circumstances com* 
fining, to favour the cause of humanity, 
he gave Louisine into the change of the 
count de Montelionl, and returned to the 

» 

castle, armed with courage and cool dell* 
beration, to stem the expected reproaches 
of the bandit 
4 The explanation which succeeded con- 
Armed all. the suspicions of Montauban, 
The first burst of hjs rage had been fat^l 
\o our hero, but for the interposing 

voice 



i » 
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Toioe of Lamballe, and Vbrnutndots 9 hetr $ 

imnerved the giant-arm of his strength. 

That interview, unveiling at once the hid- 
» 

den motives of the duke, sudden and 
persevering hatred aroused the dormant 
teedsof malfoe in the breast of Montau* 
ban, stamping him the foe of his once- 
trusted colleague. The artifice, the dis-* 
guise of Veron&ndois, contrasting with 
the open ingenuousness, the spirited can- 
dour of Theodore, operated even on the 
depraved mind of Montauban, and deci- 
ding at once his future conduct, stamped 
-him the friend of the oppressed. He had 
reverenced, even in spite of his prind-" 
pies, those virtues he did not himself_pos- 
sess : he had marked, in frequent and bit- 
ter moments of trial, the greatness of 
soul, the purity, the noble disinterested- 
nessof the youth; and he had long deter- 
vol. iv. i, mined, 
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mined, if nqt entirely to overthrow the 
pernicious policy of the usurper, and re- 
store the rightful heir, at least to snatch 
Juliette from the fulfilment of a compact 
the ambition of a father had signed, and 
reward the merit, the sufferings of his no- 
minated son. 

Such was the determination of Mont- 
auban in dispatching Theodore to Luren- 
ville Abbey ; -in one, to rescue the lady 
Juliette, and to remove, to a sure sanc- 
tuary, tlie devoted Louisine; yet he 
breathed not the close tie of consangui- 
nity which united their jates, still unde- 
cided whether to renounce the tottering 
fortunes of the duke, or longer to pre- 
serve the secret of his guilt. The sealed 
power with which he entrusted Theodore 
was conclusive; it bore more firmness 
than malice; yet coyld it not be disre- 
garded. 



CONFESSIONAL OF VALOMBRE, 219 

garded. Vermandois tore it — scattered 
it o'er the chapel : be it then jojur task to 
register the denouncement — " St Julien, 
the rightful heir of the murdered Ver- 
mandois, lives — be is in my power. 
Hesitate to obey my command, and 
though life be the forfeit of temerity, I 
will produce him to the world, accuse 
you of murder, and blast in one your 
fame and life. ' Montbelliard, for by that 
name do I alone acknowledge you, though 
at the foot of the altar, renounce the 
band of the lady Juliette, or dread the 
overwhelming vengeance of Montauban." 
It was on the first night of Theodore's 
departure from the castle, that the 
wretched, the contrite Lamballe, rising 
frorri the bed of sickness, dragged his de- 
trilitated frame to the chamber of Mont- 
auban. His errand was to excite repeu- 

tance, 
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tance, was to awaken conscience, and 
-snatch j»ne soul from the entangling 
snare&jof sin. In the paroxysms of pain, 
he had vowed to confess the dark cata- 
logne of his enormities, to remove from 
Vermandois, to seek the consolation of 
some religions retirement, and there to 
implore an interest in the wronged or* 
-phan's cause. 

The convent of Valombre, as being the 
early sanctuary of Theodore, offered, in 
league with justice, the additional spur 
of interest and affection — 'twas then to 
the convent of Valombre he bent his pil- 
, grim age; and thither, whilst Montauhan, 
racked with fear and horror, raved o'er 
the visitation of a supposed spectre, did 
be wkh unabating toil proceed. It was 
rto the ear of father Betsolin the tale of 
murder was ertrustcd — it was from the 

heart 
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heart of father Betsolin the appeal for 
exertion was solicited. Ah! what were* 
the sensations of the monk — what his se- 
cret exultation, as he listened to the pa* • 
tieot endurance, the firm, tfafe uncorrta- 
minated virtues of his beloved pupil— as 
every fear for his safety- vanished— as 
every doubts to which his long and mys- 
terious silence had given birth, faded be- 
fore the charm of elucidation ! h was* 
not. a common confession ; it was more 
in the form ami nature of an accusation ; 
it was arraigning Montauban, the active 
agent of the count«de Montbejlliard, who> 
to ensure his own elevation, , to clears the 
road tp his ambition, had* by, bribes andr 
promises, hired the daggers of a lawless- 
band,^and planned the wide destruction 
of a; brother's hapless fam.ily. Zealous 
in the cause , of the oppressed, eager to 

i S debase 
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debase guilt, and to establish the rights 
of the unconscious heir of Vermandois, 
the father abbot, prompt in execution, 
transmitting the confession of the peni- 
tept Lamballe, claimed the aid of power, 
and the investigation of justice. 

A guard was consequently dispatched 
for the seizure of Montauban and his fol- 
lowers ; and fathfer Betsolin, eager him- 
self to be the glad messenger of peace to 
the so long-tortured heart of his beloved 
pupil, directed by Lamballe, who was too 
ill to attend, accompanied the expedi- 
tion. The absence of part of the bandit- 
ti gave colour to the design, for scarce 
was the Horn sounded, ere the drawbridge 
was lowered, and instantly began the 
scene of slaughter. Like lions goaded 
in the toil, the banditti fought and fell ; 
their Jives, long forfeited to outraged 

law, 



CONFESSIONAL OF VALOMBRB. 223 

fewi hailed no radiant gleam of mercy ; 
and to revenge the treacherous snare, 
which led to dire defeat, was now their 
only aim. Montauban, wounded in the 
onset, was conveyed from the court-yard, 
and thither, with pious zeal, father Betso- 
lin attended. 

*Twas long 'ere exhortation checked 
the burst of rage, or claimed attention's 
patient hearing — Montauban, awakening 
from" quick succeeding fail) tings, would 
tear the bandage from his wounds, and 
mock each effort to save. A scaffold 
seemed to close the scene of sufferance, 
and his proud spirit" wooed the calm of 
death, to save the threat of pubKc igno- 
miny. It was to the disappointed pas- 
sion of Vermandois he traced the gather- 
ing evil; and as he mused upon his total 
overthrow, a scheme of exquisite revenge 

l 4 lightened 
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lightened -the pangs of t%is endurance—- 
u Father," he exclaimed, and beckoned 
to the monk, " much yet remains untold. 
Swear to redress the injured— swear, evea 
to death, to persecute the murderer, and 
a long list of black, of damning dye shall 
be disclosed.'' 

" Be ours the sacred office to right 
oppression/' meekly replied father Bet- 
solin. " In this awful moment of ap- 
proaching fate, the sinner's soul, by am- 
ple confession, by expiation, may hope 
the balm Of mercy." 

" Theodore,*' faltered -the nearly-ex* 
ha usted Montauban ; and then he paused, 
for deathlike was the faintness which suc- 
ceeded. Father Betsolin was all ear — 
Montauban had struck the thrilling chord 
of affection, and every hope, every fond 
expectation was awakened. 

Again 
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Again the powers of exert! a* were 
restored/ and quick followed the so long, 
the so carefully-concealed secret, which 
k?d shrouded every action of the youth 
in the impervious ve3 of mystery. The 
scene of guilt, the scene of murder was 
laid open — the politic design in saving 
the in fen t heir of the duke cfe Vermai*- 
dois, all, all was confessed, was recorded 
-—Theodore's reserve— TheodoreV hid- 
den " sorrows — Theodore's* removal front 
the convent of Valorabre. 

The monk's heart yearned to behold* 
yearned to, embrace his beloved pupil,, 
to whisper commendation, to reveal the 
joyful contrast, from a supposed lineage 
pf disgrace,, to honour, to virtue, to dfe^ 
ttnction. 

The return of the absent party wasag^m. 
marked in blood,, and the few who &uxvi~« 
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ved the conflict, chained and guarded, 
were, with their treasured stores, to be re- 
moved from Vermandois, as soon as the 
doubtful state of Montauban was deter- 
mined. 

Father Betsolin, alive ever to compas- 
sion, living but in the exercise of his 
duty, and diligent to awaken repentance, 
even in the breasts of hardened guilt, pa- 
tiently braved the sacrilegious blasphemy 
of invective and reproach, patiently 
stemmed the torrent of opprobrious 
irony, and in the separate cells of the 
enchained banditti, exhorted and de- 
nounced. 'Twas the signal of approach, 
the shrill blast of the horn, which, in the 
casual slumber of Montauban, attracted 
father Betsolin to the window. He saw 
the drawbridge lowered — he saw the por- 
tal unbarred, and instantly his heart 

bailed 
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hailed with delight and joy the well-re- 
membered form t>f Theodore. He wait-. 

■ 

ed not a moment, but spite of th^ iitfii^' 
mities of age, hastened from the cham- 
ber, and descended to the court-yard : 
he pressed forward, notwithstanding the 
surrounding guard, and clasped the youth 
in an affectionate embrace, at the very 
instant when sick at heart, when, tottering 
with despair and horror, shame, disgrace, 
and death, seemed to close the 'earthly 
prospect of our hero/ 



■ * 
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CHAP. X. 

* "Brother !— say you brother? Haste, give him to 
fne. This blest gift smells the sweet savor of thy mere;, 
Heaven, and full repays the past." 



•«•••••• 



Despair not, for there reigns above 

A potent God, that overlooks mankind : 

To his directing hand submit, 

For lmg'rmg^Time knew s his redressing hour. 

Theobald 

High throbbed the heart of Theodore, 
when, from, the window of the carriage, 
his eager eyes caught the first glimpse of 
the abbey's stately turrets, and saw the 
embowering shadow of its age-roOted 
oaks, mellowed by the burnished lustre 
of the setting sun, when each new turn 
disclosed some well-known haunt; and 
when with haste he snatched the hand of 
his revered companion, father Betsolin* 

and 



CONFESSIONAL OF VALOMBKB. 399 

» 

and pointed to the cottage which had 
bpen his shelter. .. Every scene was revis- 
ed ; every past struggle remembered; 
his clandestine meeting with the lady Ju- 
liette, the undisguised disclosure of his 
descent, and the pang with which lie had 
darted from the hermitage. 

" You would have resigned her/ 9 said 
the attentive monk, <c even when love 
forswore disguise — when love revealed 
the secret interest which gratitude and 
sympathy excited ?" ' 

€t Yes, I would— I did resign her/ 9 re- 
joined Theodore—" I thought nfyself the 
son of Montauban, and, Heaven knows, 
her honour was dearer than my life/' 

" And yel yon loved her," said the 
monk. 

" Zeved her t" repeated the enthusias- 
tic Theodore ; " ah, father ! love is too 

faint 
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faint a term, for deathlike was the pang" 
with which my honour conquered." 

" It did conquer," observed the delight- 
ed father Betsolin ; " and though life's fu» 
turescenes presented the contrast of allur- 
ing joy, or blank and drear despondence, 
yet was principle unshaken, yet did rec- 
titude maintain pre-eminence! Ah, Theo- 
dore ! — St. Julien ! — Vermandois ! alike 
dear, alike beloved with an affection al- 
most parental, virtue, rich in the radiant 
stamp of its own purity, now receives its 
recompence — now reaps its rich reward." 

Theodore's hands were clasped in 
grateful thanks — Theodore's eyes were 
fixed on the countenance of his precep- 
tor — " Great, wonderful is the Power 
Supreme !" he exclaimed—" through 
what hidden and intricate paths may we 
trace the band of o'erruling Providence! 

Ah, 
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Ah, father, armed with the adamantine 
breastplate of your counsels, example 
lured not my steps from virtue, or gave 
to vice one moment's triumph ! Even 
'midst a clan so lost, the secret end of 
good was working, and the loved safety 
of relatives and friends became the re- 
compense of my exertion — Father " 

and then he paused, and then a smile of 
joy o'qrspread his features, for a sudden 
turning disclosed the bold front of Lu- 
renville Abbey, and the next instant the 
carriage stopped at the gate. 

How deep was the force of affection ! 
— how fervent the expressions of grati* 
tude, which, on every side, greeted the 
'first entrance of our hero, when the tears 
of a so-lately found sister mingted with 
his own, and the warm embrace of friend- 

• a 

ship hailed him a deliverer ! Even the 

marquis, 



" -v 
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marquis, no longer blinded by prejudice, 
welcomed his approach ; the marchioness 
too smiled acknowledgment : but Juliette 
—ah, gentle reader! Juliette looked a 
thousand unutterable things : and while 
the count de Montelk>h£ grasped the 
hand of our hero, and led him to her side, 
be it for us to account for the sudden 

m 

and unexpected removal .of Louisine- 
from the convent of Bena Copia to Lu- 
renville Abbey. 

The earth had scarce closed upon the 
departed form of the sister Lauretie, and 
the slab, Nature's last monument, pressed 
upon her marbled bosom— ^scarce had the 
tear of pity given place to the calm of 
resignation, or the repeated masses for 
the soul's repose been chanted with the 
jetutnrng apathy of zealous faith, when 
the arrival of a Messenger at the convent 

aroused 
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aroused all thoughts from the dead, and 
filled with agitation the heart of Louisiroe. 
He was the bearer of two letters, one 
from Du Pl^psis, her ever-beloved friend,, 
her long-imagined father; the other from 
the marquis de Lurenville, not couched 
in the simple expressions of interest for 
her welfare, but glowing in the warm 
language of affection, breathing the 
kindly gratulations of relationship. The 
letter dropped upon the floor ; a thou* 
sand new and delusive visions floated on 
the brain of Louisine; and long was i% 
v ere her trembling hand could resume 
the paper — ere her tear-fraught eytsL 
could decypher its contents. 

The marquis simply stated his inten- 
tion of claiming her from the lady 
abbess, and retaining her under lite own 
immediate protection, until equity and, 

unbiassed 
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unbiassed investigation bad established 
her rights, and secured her future safety : 
again repeating his assurances of affection 
' 9-nd regard, he concluded by announcing 
the count de Montelione's arrival at Be- 
na Copiathe following day, for the pur- 
pose of escortinghis newly-acfcuowledged 
cousin to the arms of her expectant re- 
lativ6s. 

?But Du PI ess is, better acquainted with 
the heart of Louisine, was more explicit; 
he spoke of his journey from Dauphine, 
his health, his expectations, and gradually 
unfolded the long-hidden tale of mystery 
— " The pilg'rimage«of trials, of sorrows, 
of disappointments, are drawing to a 
close/' he wrote : " Louisine, beloved 
daughterof my murdered lord — beloved, 
long-cherished child of my care, of my 
adoption, power accepts the charge, and 

the 
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the arras of an uncle are expanded to 
receive you. The grave loses ite terrors; 
the languor of old age bends me to its 
brink; yet does no repinidgs, no anx- 
ieties darken its passage, or bid my droop- 
ing spirit linger. The hatred of Ver- 
mandois, the cruelty, the oppression of 
the tyrant, ceases to persecute; justice 
proclaims the award, and with a shield 
of adamantine strength,, nature, affection 
environs you. Hasten then, honoured 
lady, and the blessing of an old man at- 
tend your steps ; hasten, and be the last 
effort of exertion to reinstate you in your 
rights." 

Grateful was the heart of Louisine; 
yet as she reperused the papers, as she 
hastened in search of the lady abbess, a 
thousand tender anticipations glowed 
upon her cheek, sparkled in her eyes. 

Persecution, 
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Persecution, oppression, sorrow, all had 
ceased ; and love, hope, peace, seemed 
to spring, as it were, from their ashes; 

Montelion^i the cherished, the eternal 
partner of her solitary reflections— Men- 
telion^, who, unknown and portionless, 
would have snatched her from every care, 

« 

and, even in opposition to a father's pre- 
judices, woultThave espoused, would have 
guarded her the lawful mistress of his 
affections— Monteliond was to' be her 
escort to the harbour of friendship — 
Montelionl, her cousin. 

Strange, wonderful were the secret 
workings of Providence \ Louisine's 
hands were clasped in pious acknow- 
ledgment; yet was her mind, in' a cur- 
sory revisal of the past, tranced in 
wonder. A thousand allusions, a thou- 
sand expressions, which had oft puzzled 

the 



s 
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the mind of childhood, now .spoke tfie 
bidden spring of greatness, now pro- 
claimed the excellent, the worthy Dii 
PleSsis, more the guardian of a cherished 
charge, than the lawful protector of na- 
ture. 

" My child," said the mother superior, 
returning the letters, and gazing with 
thoughtful care on the smiling features 
of Louisine, " the sun of happiness rises; 
prosperity booms upon your prospects, 
and cheers you with her gilded promises; 
yet beware of the secret snares, which oft 
beguile the judgment, and mislead the 
heart. In the world " 

" Ah, mother !" interrupted Louisine, 
" the remembrance ofvhepast, the les- 
sons of adversity, surely will guard the 
heart — surely will blunt the zest for al- 
lurement, and mistaken pleasure." 

" True, 
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" True, my daughter," rejoinied the 
superior, *' adversity is the mind's best 
school ; for through the infliction of en- 
durance, it teaches us to feel for the woes 
of others ;* through the powerful aid of 
piety, humility, and faith, it encases us 
with an invulnerable defence, a fid enables 
us to maintain the combat, and ensure 
the victory. May Heaven watch over 
you !" she continued, as Louisine bent to 
receive her blessing ; " may prosperity 
tend on innocence ! and may you, in 
every change, in every vicissitude of life, 
rely, trace, and acknowledge the unerring 
wisdom of Providence !" 

Though grateful for the affectionate 
attentions of th* sisterhood, though alive 
to the claims of frieftdship, yet did the 
more powerful spell of love soften the 
anticipated hour ,of parting, and gild the 

vivid 
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vivid visions of futurity in peace and 
\ joy. Louisine Was all expectation, was 
all anxiety ; oft did she mount the high- 
est turret of the monastery, which, o'er- 
topping the outer walls, commanded the 
rocky passes, and extended in a long line 
of prospect, fantastically diversified by 
grotesque rocks, green and shadowy 
stefeps, dotted now with the towering 
cork-tree, and now with thickets of olives, 
mountain-ash, and birch; but, alas! no 
animating form met. her eye ; all was so- 
litary and still, save when the breeze bent 
the flexile branches. In this silent obser- 
vatory, Montelione in her heart, and her 
mind alive to the alternate influence of 
hope and fear, did night surprise the anx<» 
ious Louisine ,*'and when she descended 
to the cheering converse of the sister- 

hood, her mind was the prey of conju- 

• * 

ring 
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ring fear, and listless inquietude. Her 
dreams were wild, were agonizing : bliss, 
as a flitting vision, now pausing, now 
beckoning on, now eluding tbe promised 
grasp of possession, closed in the mur- 
dered haunts of banditti, and the appal- 
ling threats of Montauban. She started 
—she, a woke — smiled at the self-torture 
of love, and then rose to watch 

" The morn, ia russet mantle clad, 

Walk o'er the dew of the high eastern hill." 

Every dread, every apprehension ceased 
In the arrival of the count de Montelione : 
-but though anxiety slumbered, a thou- 
saod wild tumultuous emotions were ex- 
cited. A new source of delight, a new 
•source of grateful interest glowed in the 
lieart of Louisine: she was not the soli- 
tary remnant of an illustrious race; she 
Jbad a; brother— that brother had passed 

through 

o 



■4 
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through innumerable difficulties— that 
btather had escaped the threats of dan- 
ger, the saares of sin— that brother was - 
the saviour of her life, jvas her deliverer 
ftotxx the ttarret -prison of Vermandois, 

* 

was the generous, the unknown, the nays* 
tedious Theodore. Long Was it ere she 
could attend even to the imploring ac- 
cents of her lover, ere she was sensible 
of his solicitude and eager interest : the 
tide of joy had rushed impetuoits^on her 
feelings, and checked in momentary sus- 
pension the vigour of life. 

Restored to animation her spirits and 
her mind calmed by the salutary aid of 
tears, she listened to the explanatory re- 
cital of the cotr»t> and learned that, in 
consequence of the confession of the 
penitent Lamballe, a letter from the fa* 
ther abbot of the convent of \fclombre . 

vol, IV. m % 




f 44 Q0KM$S10K4L Of VALOMBRC. 

changing, bears still a grateful recbrd of 
your virtues. Father— " 

.'6 Ah» bdy !* f murmured Dn PiessisL 
< r No, qo, not lady;" interrupting him 
<•— " yow chHd^your Louisine. Be you 
Uf alterfed, or quick restore me back my 
t&ttage* and my humble hopes/' 

Grateful wa* the smile of fond acknow-* 
lqdgf*$itt: Du Plessis raised* her; his 
hftait was full ; yet did he articulate— 
"Yes; £ver to me the dearest gift of 
Heaven— ^ever to me the tender child, 
who shared the toil of labour, and cheer- 
ed teat .with the .eager seal of prompt 
obedience !'* 

. ! Cfelm in. the. influence of virtue every 
pbttd *was a*. peace, every heart happy. 
IfaMajjr rieriiued ; Sol's brilliant orb sat 
In respietafahf histre> tinging with bur- 
nisheigold the fist receding world ; yet 

did 
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did no fear aride, or 'midst the sombre 
grey of twilight people tbe lower ifft£ 
gloom. " ;; . 

Surrounded by a phatenx of ftieftds»< 
looisine forgot th* peir^everirig, the inve- 
terate malice of Venti&lfdoit y «Ari sa*eJ 
her newly-discovered brother, felt that 
the universe contained one soul bevond* 

X 

Suddenly that soft, that soul-soothing 
calm was broken— suddenly the deep- 
toned bell at the abbey-gate, followed by 
the quick tread of the domestics* an- 
nounced some new arrival. 

€< It is our friend! — our cousin J— 
our deliverer !— it is Theodore Y* ex- 
claimed the count de MotiteKon^, gnirrg 
from the window ; and instantly he fled 
the apartment, and hastened to die gate./ 
There, with 'the delicacy of true Interest, 
be onfolded the new and tender t id which 

Hi existed; 
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existed; and conducting father Betsotiu 
and our hero to the saloon, beheld, with 
rapturous exultation, the spontaneous 
fl<Jw of. affection* the strong union of 
nature, in. the dear, s the acknowledged 
tie* of.tovthtr and of sister, 
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CHAP. XI. 



Virtue, does stilt 
With scorn tlie mercenary world regard", 
Where abject souls do good, and hope reward. 
Above the worthless trophies man can raise, 
• She seelis not honour, wealth, or airy praise, 
B)Ut witfc herself herself the goddess pays. Rows* 

To pursue the steps of each several cha- 
racter, to minute the joy and exultation 
which attends ever the overthrow of vil- 
lpny, and the triumph of virtue, would, 
without ensreasing the interest be a 

weighty 
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weighty tax upon the patience of miy 
readers, by swelling the Confessional of 

4 

Valotnbre to a size far beyond its limita- 
tion. Thinking it then immaterial fa 
state the tedious process of judicatory 
proceedings; the evidence of Du Plessrs > 
the penitent Lamballe, &c. &c.' with the 
examinations of the confessions of Mont- 
auban, and the wretched Erhiissende, bet- 
ter known as the sister Laurette of the 
convent of Bena Copia/1 shed! cursorily 
observe, that the validity* of the orphan 
Theodore, and his sister Loufcine, the 
long-supposed daughter of Du Plessi^ 
being fully substantiated, they became 
invested in all the possessions and digni- 
ties of their illustrious name ; and that a 
formal denouncement being framed, a 
warrant was issued for the apprehension 
of the murderer and usurper Montbel- 

21 4 ' liardL 
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liareL But just icc y at least in this world, 
exerted not its retributive powers: fear 
gave wings to flight ; and scarce had the 
busy whispers of report circulated the 
surprise and seizure of the banditti, when, 
self-convict ed, dreading pursuit, aad pic* 
faring in every copse a foe, Montbel- 
liard absconded from his villa, and eager 
to ensure his safety by a removal from 
Prance, fled to the . nearest seaport, for 
the purpose of . embarking for some fo- 
reign land ; but destruction; the sore* 
the inevitable result of villaay, quick 
pursued, and snatched from him even the 
salutary aid of transient repentance. 
Scarce had the boat receded ftom the 
rocky coast-^scarce had it reached the 
fastanotordfet vessel, when shouts* atid 
quick succeeding signab from die shore, 
augured some new delay. Doubts arose, 

save 
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save in the frenzied mindof MotitbelHird; 
there, armed with power, were the emi** 
saries of justice stationed, and already, 
in fancy, did he behold the chains which 
awaited to shackle, and the dungeon to 
receive him. Mercy held forth no glad- 
some ray, - for mercy his own heart's^ 
atrocity had never shown; But when 
again the shouts more loud resounded,, 
with maddened start he sprung to mount 
the vessel's towering side ; but in his ea- 
ger haste be missed his hofd, and plunged 
amid the flood : the waves dosed over 
frim — the rope in vain was thrown — he 
rose no more. Alas ! how lost that 
wretch, whose life, whb hydra fears, guilt 
peoples, whose future years, front the 
reflective past, wears but the thick, the 
impervious gloom of dire dismay, and 
appalling retribution ! MontheUiard, 

m 5 fttung 
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stung by the goading spur of conscience, 
through the chance or accidental deten- 
tion of a passenger, fled from imagined 
pursuit, and to escape the ignominy of a 
scaffold, became at once- the instrument 
of his own destruction. 

But no more — Heaven rest the guilty i 
a gayer scene awaits our efforts, and to 
other characters be our obeisance paid. 
We will not attend the steps of the aged 
father Betsolin to the virtuous retirement 
of his cloister, neither will we linger o'er 
the death and struggles of the penitent 
Lamballe; but simply stating that the 
guilt-stained soul, in the coavulsive 
throes of dissolution, received from the 
hands, of true piety the balm of extreme 
miction,, and fled in the assurance and 

» 

firm hope of future mercy, repair wUh 
oiyrhero 'midst the Pyrenean 'wilds;' to 

sojourn, 
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sojourn once more at the long-neglectedi 
castle de Vermandois. Painful was the 
office;- but never had his soul shrunk, 
from what firm cftity whispered — it wa*> 
to descend amid the vaults — it was to vi~ 
sit the tmcerrsecrafed grave of a murder- 
ed mother, embalnred in the tears of filial 5 , 
tenderness, to remove her manes to the- 
silent resting-place of her ancestors. 

In vain Lou i sine urged her wish to 
share the trial ; Vermandors was not to- 
be shaken : -the alleviating attendance or 
friendship was alone admitted ; and leav- 
ing, his sister at Lurenvi He Abbey, ac- 
companied by the marquis, the couafcde 
Montelion^, Uu Pkssis^ and the rfecessary 
attendants, he quitted Perpignath In- 
effectual were the exertions of cheerful- 
ness; the sad> the- melancholy mission, 
sufficed t a depress the spirits of the duke; 

m 6* everj| 



eVery league drew him nearer to Ihe 
scene #f a parent'* sufferings, and *very 
weft-known tar* Recalled to mind the 
hows long past. They ascended the 
siiotltttaifi~steep*-»<-tbey penetrated the 
dreary pine forest— Ill-fated parents !" 
faltered Veriftandois, as he first distin- 
guished the lone turrets of the castle ; 
" murdered in the moments of security 
—betrayed where treachery was unlook- 
ed-for •* 

" True," said the marquis; cc yet if 
beatified spirits ere view the passing sha- 
dows of this vrorlct-— ere read the hearts 
of men, and trace each secret end of ac- 
tion, then be the sainted parents you de- 
pi ore blessed— past encrease blessed in 
the prosperity — but doubly, do ably Mess- 
ed in the tried virtues of their oftpriag!" 

Vermandois forced a smile ;, but a tear 

guick 



quick succeeded—it was tfae lawful tri* 
bme to his feelings, for the east front of 
the castle was in view; and though * 
shuddering sigh marked the recognition, 
yet did his eyes seek out the high case* 
ments opening to the stone gallery . 

No more did the distant echoes vibrate 
the horn's shrill sound, no more did the 
frown of defence scowl on the features 
of the porter : the reign of terror wafc 
past ; and the drawbridge lowered by the 
lervant entrusted with the castle's care* * 
The carriage rumbled over it, and paused 
in the court-yard. • 

Theodore, now duke de Vermafidois, 
bowed in silent acknowledgment to the 
congratulations of his friends. It was his 
first entrance beneath the known roof of 
bis ancestors ; yet did his heart feel no* 
exultation: the ostentatious pride of 
greatness was valueless, for from the meek 

hu^ 



•t». 
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humility of bis youth's instructor, he bad 
learned the true estimate of man's pos- 
sessions— he had learned that the world 
was full of snares — that life was little 
better than illusion.^ But if Ln wander- 
ing through the deserted chambers his 
feelings warred against composure, so al- 
so did the aged Du Plessis: years had 
elapsed since, guarding the infant Laui*- 
sine, he had escaped the scene of carnage 
•—since the daggers of a hired band, vi<- 
* dating every law of humanity, had, with 
infernal a inv sought the ex termination: of 
an unoffending race — since, through the 
dire plottings of ambition, gold had pa- 
ved the way, and necessity had lent a 
pliant instrument ; yet did the raemorai- 
ble night appear as yesterday— yet did 
the din of horror ring in his ear, as.. me- 
mory, in faithful accuracy, lingered O'er 
*he past 

Led 
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Led by the written direction of .the 
departed Lamballe, the duke de Verm an* 
do is attended to the unmarked grave of 

his murdered mother. The earth was 

» 

carefully removed, and, as the wretched 
penitent had confessed, the skeleton bo- 
dy was discovered, rudely thrust into a 
jsack. Every necessary arrangement be- 
ing completed, Ihe remains of the unfor- 
tunate duchess were conveyed, in solemn 
state, from the castle de Vermandois, and* 
4 deposited by the side of her alike unfor- 
tunate partner. 

This sad duty performed, the party 
remained but to order the requisite re- 
pairs and alterations of the castle, in 
which, as the hereditary domain* and the 
once-chosen retirement of his lather, the 
duke intended to reside. Its solitary 
wildness > its lone and unconnected situa- 
tion, excited neither apprehension or 

dislike* 
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dislike. Accustomed to a confined cir- 
cle, his world consisted in a few select 
friends, in the pleasing intercourse of 
the heart, in that uncontrolled exchange 
of sentiment, 

" Thought meeting thought, and will preventing will ;" 

his world was in the free exercise of vir- 
tue — in the discharge of his several dir- 
ties — in (he philanthropy of unlimited 
benevolence — in all those divine emana^ 
lions, those glowing attributes of soul, 
which linking the strong chain of unani- 
mity, bind man to man. 

{jrrateful was the smile which hailed 
their expected return to Lurenvifle Ab- 
bey ; it was to each, for each, the double 
smile of love and sisterly affection; it was 
the cherub smile of hope, tempered with 
modesty and meek-eyed diffidence ; yet 
*° A it give place to the sppntaneoua tear 

of 
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of commiseration, when listening to the 
recital of their journey— whett Lotiisine, 
glancing at her sable habit, mused o'er the 
sorrows of her sainted mother, and sighed 
at her untimely fate. Sad, yet salutary 
was the lesson conveyed; it showed the 
insufficiency of wealth, of titled greatness 
t« ward dff f he arrows 6f calamity •; • it 
showed that man alike is subject to th6 
chilling blast of woe, and that treachery, 
that fr hypocrifcy> invisible except to Grod 
*tone/* for hidden and unknown ends, fc 
titt peitaitted to reign a Very despot o*er 
the world. ' 

Led by that coincidence of ttiste which 
fondly lovea to rafcge 'midst haunts eter- 
nalized on memory, from visiting the 
altered aspect of the castle de Vertnan* 
dois, whose tdugh and time-worn features 
had, by the chisel of improvement, been 

softened 
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softened into order, the party extended 
their route to the monastery cff Bena Co- 
pia. The duke wished to recall to the 
mind of the hones l wo?d cuttet the hum- 
ble missionary Theodore* who had once 
shared, the shelter of his roof, and the ge- 
jMftl warmth of his hospitality ; he wished 
to impress some Jasting token of his gra- 
titpcU^ to re ward the native flow of bene* 
volence. 

The evening was cajm, and the breeze 
scarce waved the! towerrng cork-trees^ 
when pausing on the summit of the hilU 
he beheld once more the verdant vale 
and the picturesque pottage pf . Javojtte. 
Often had he stood upon the self -same 
spot — oftefl had he gazed upon creation, 
and murmured at a doom, which seemed 
for ever to exclude him the participation 
pf bliss, the domestic flow of confidence 

•— <f Pardoit 
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— "Pardon me, Heaven !" he aspirated; 
and then he smiled, for the inquiring 
eyes of Juliette were fixed upon him, . 

" For what secret transgression/' she 
demanded, " is this appeal directed V 9 

" For the errors of .a heart/' repliwj 
Vermandois* " once, dead to gratitude 
and hope. When sojourning within yoa 
cottage/ 4 pointing to Antoine's— " when 
impressed with the angel form of the sis? 
ter Monique's officiating attendant, fate, 
scoffing at presumption, seemfd to affix 
an impenetrable barrier to tfie wild, the 
ungovernable flights of love. Ah, Ju r 
Hette !" and tenderly he bowed upon the 
snow-white hand" of his companion* 
€t then estranged, unknown, unportion- 
ed, the very sigh of passion seemed as aa 
insult ta the noble, the unclouded pros- 
pects of your birth* and your expects 
tians." 



€C 



But 
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* r But foryou," sard JuKette, her cheei 
glowiftgwith the rich tint of gratitude> 
and her dark eyes bending tteneath the 
ardent gaze of her lover's, " but for you, 
when ensnared by treachery, when sub- 
dued by numbers, when enslaved by 

banditti, of what avail had beeit the boast- 

» • 

ed pride df Wrtfc— that unclouded dawn 
of expectation* Theodore," and sweetly 
she smiled upon the gratified Verman* 
dois, * for as fhcodore did my heart re- 
ceive the lasting stamp of eternal devo* 
lion, virtue, generosity; is the true essence 
of greatness — is flie uoblest distinction 
of man. Hoirours are hereditary; but 
honour, tree, unconfincd, harbours in 
obscurity, and stamps a peasant oft supe- 
rior to a prince V 

w 

" From affection alone be traced the 
meed of praise," replied Vermandois: 
<c 'tis education, and the early counsels 

of 
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of truth, which stamps the bias of the 
raind; and arms it with the strong, the: 
undying charm of .rectitude and princi- 
ple. Yes, Juliette, to the principles of 
my youth's instructor, be every good 
ascribed : Heave*, smiling on my orphan 
state, gave me to the caTeof father Bet- 
solin, and to have swerved from his un- 
erring rule of right, would have been to 
have warred against virtue/' 

" la there no merit in the exercise of 
duty then?" asked Juliette. Verraan-* 
do is hesitated, for he felt that his heart 
had often claimed merit in the renuncia- 
tion of bliss — ** Say," continued the In- 
quisitor, pointing to the ebony cross she 
had yielded' to his solicitation, and which 
^till pended from bis neck, " was there 
no merit in foregoing the incitements of 
the heart, the warmth of importunity ?*» 

** £fe>" eagerly rejoined the duke. 
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raising the little .emblem to his lips; "as 
a true disciple of this great, this first duty, 
I returned to the castle> but to convert, 
, but to save/' 

u $ad you yielded to our wish— had 
ytra renounced the painful trial," de- 
manded Juliette, u what then ?" 

" Why then," said Vermandois, " I 
should have been unworthy the bliss I 
now enjoy ; then I should have proved 
myself an apostate to the pious trust of 
religioo>a rebel to the ordination of Na- 
ture; for Montaubati, as my supposed 
father, held a claim, whose violation had 
damped eternal reproach " 

He paused ; for they had nearly reach- 
ed the ;cpttage,, and seeing Antoine des- 
cending into the valley, turned to await 
him — " Still toiling ?" asked Vermandois, 
as Antoine bowed beneath his faggot 
load. " Exercise ensures health, my wor- 

thy 
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*hy friend, and content sweeterte labour." 
Antoine gazed doubt fulfy fo? a fflo- 
itient ; then dropping bis burden, snatch- 
ed the arm of our hero — <€ By St. Mary i 
the same— 'tis our guest— 'tis Theodore ! 
What cbme upon another mission i* and 
then, marking the arch smile which play- 
ed o'er the features of Juliette, he paused. 
*'I am come on the mission of grati- 
tude," said the duke, cordially shaking his 
sun -burnt hand ; ft I am come to make 
you happy — to give you Javotte." 

" Ah ! but you are too late, monsieur," 
laughingly replied Antoine; t€ father 
Baptist has already performed that office ; 
and Heaven," throwing open the dooro* 
his humble cabin,. " has multiplied our 
blessings. See!" and exultingly he 
pointed to the group which presented it- 
self — Javotte, the rosy emblem of health 
nurturing ber infant, and seated by th * 

side 
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Hide of the venerable author of his being* 
. Cogtfnt> happiness, peace, crowned 
the labours of the honest rustic; he had 
90 wish un gratified* for hi$ every wish 
was innocent : to. toil for the beings he 
loved, to receive in a smile the sweet 
te£om pence of those toils/ was the ulti- 
rnate end of his hopes> was the ensurer 
of his felicity. Ah, happy, thrice happy 
9tatioa> in which the mind, unc ramped, 
uninfluenced by the pernicious customs 
of the world, retains all its primeval sim- 
plicity, in which the heart, unvitiated, 
u n assailed by the poisonous infatuation 
of false pleasure, seeks for peace in the 
unerring path of nature and of modera- 
tion ! 

u Ah, monsieur ! — tnonseigneur," fal- " 
tered out Antoine, who, with wonder 
and dismay, listened to the freaks of For- 
tune, " you are far too generous— far 

too 



'* 
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too noble. Our wants are few, and health 

and strength " hesitating — " 'Twas 

but a common act to give shelter to the 

destitute; and you " 

" Not as a recom pence— not as a re- 

, '' u t . • '• + ■ ' t • x '• ' - 

f * 

ward, my friend/' interrupted Verrpan- 
dois^ " bift as a toten x>f my regard. 
Youth will passaway ; health and strength 
may fail; but the record of a good ac- 
tion is eternal; accept my offers of ser-* 
vice— I would but give you competence; r 
follow your, own track of bjiss, qor need 
I whisper succour to the unfortunate." 
Crowned with the prayer?, the bless- 
ings of the cottagers, Vermandois and Ju- 

» 

lietfe quitted th? valley, rich iji the inter- 
nal, the heartfelt satisfaction of having, 
bestowed happiness, of having rewarded 
merit. 

Early thf following morning, >. ere yefc 
the dappled east reflected the suuV bright 

vol.. iv» k beams, 



< 
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beams, or Nature, rising from the lap of 
slumber, chanted the awakening matin of 
her praise, the marquis de Lurenvilleand 
his party, bidding adieu to the lady ab- 
bess, and the holy sisterhood, returned 
into Roussillon. 

The months of mourning had imper- 
ceptibly worn away ; and the memory of 
a murdered mother no longer claiming 
the sacrifice of appearance, Love resumed 
his wonted empire- — Love pined to sub* 
stantiate his claims. Parental approba- 
tion seconded alike the wishes of Ver- 
xnandoisand Monteliond; and quick did 

# # » * * 

ijie busy ardour of preparation announce 
the approach of a double union. AH 
was harmony, all was concord; the mar- 
quis internally blessed the escape of Ju-. 
Jiette; and the marchioness, Louisine, 
Du Plessis, all bore evidence of peace. 
One alnne w»» w^tin <r— Verinandois 

eyed 



CONTES6IONAL OF VALOMBRE. 267 

eyed the group, and thought of the ab- 
sent father Betsolin— " Yes, from thy 
hands, irom thy hands alone must I re- 
ceive my happiness,** he exclaimed ; and 
instantly he formed the design of visiting 
the monastery of Valombre, of imploring 
the officiating offices of his preceptor. 
Twas his counsels which had instilled 
the early rudiments of virtue— -'twas his 
experience which had armed his mind 
against the inroads of error — twas his 
example which had coloured the native 
play of his actions — be it then the same 
power to stamp the dye of his destiny. 
High throbbed his heart as the gates of 
. Valombre shut out the prospect — as his 
ear caught the eager gratulations of inte- 
rest and regard — as his eye wandered o'er 
the well-remembered features of his ear- 
liest friends — as every haunt, endeared by 
memory, brok* upon his view— as the 



arr 
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arms of his revered preceptor expanded 
to receive him. 

" Be it so/' repliecf father Betsottn, as, 
with thankful joy,, he listened to the 
eager hopes of his ever-loved cRargS; " I 
will petition our holy, superior— I will 
qdit once more, my retirement — I will 
return with, yoy to Lurenville Abbey, 
and enrich your union with the altar's. 
blissful sanction ; then, for the last— last 
time, I bid adiei^ to the world ; tljen 1 
hasten hither, to pray for the continua*. 
tion of your happiness— for the perp e " 
tuity of your virtue Jf* 



THE END* 



""tinted by Lane, Darling, fy Co Lcatknhall-street, London. 
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